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INTRODUCTION. 



I INDULGED the hope up to the eleventh hour, of 
being helped to family details on THOMAS HoWELL, 
by a living cultured bearer of the name. But it turns out, 
that his collections relate wholly to James Howell of 
" Epistolae Ho-Elianae " celebrity, and his brother Thomas 
Howell, bishop of Bristol — the latter monopolizing all 
Wood's AthentB has to tell under Thomas Howell ; while 
his Fasti (vol. i, p. 6) has only a solitary THOMAS HoWELL, 
archdeacon of Cardigan, under 1501. * It was a pleasure to 
learn that materials exist for a much more adequate Life 
of James Howell than any hitherto; but it was disappointing 
to get nothing whatever on our Poet. 

As my wont has been, I have made personal researches 
and letter-inquiries in all likely sources ; and absolutely, in 
vain. Beyond the Bibliographers I find nothing anywhere. 
RiTSON includes him in his Bibliographia Poetica^ but be- 
trays that he copies from Herbert, and that he knew him 
only at second-hand.* Mr. J. Pavne COLLIER incidentally 
notices him, but is equally ignorant of his books.f The 



• Ritson, e,g. He enters ** Newe Sonets and Pretie Pamphlets " as " New 
fonets & pratie pamphlets," under a non-existent Thomas Holwell — from 
Herbert, albeit under Thomas Howell he guesses that it must have been the 
identical book by Thomas Howell. He errs in supposing that any bookseller, 
save Thomas Colwell, published 'Newe Sonets.' 

+ Collier. In his Bibl. Account under ''M7thom3rstes," &c. ... to which 
is aTTwrg*^ the " Tale of Nardssus briefly mytholt^ized ^ (1630?) Mr. Collier 
assigns the entire volume to H. R.> i.e.^ Henry Reynolds, to whom Drayton 
addressed his £uttous epbtie *' Of Poets and Poesy" (vol. i^ p. 553); but in his 
"Additions, Note% Corrections*' (vol. i, xxv*), oblivious of such assignation, 
fae notices " The Fable of Omd treating of NardfTus, traflated out of Latin into 
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late Joseph Hunter's Choms Vaium MSS. (24487, 
p. 147), in the British Museum, like the Sotheby MSS., 
in the Chetham Library, Manchester, yield only the title- 
pages, imperfectly. So with other authorities, e.^., Brydges, 
Haslewood, Lowndes, British Bibliographer (vol. i, p. 105), 
Hazlitt. All that remains, therefore, is to glean such slight 
personal references as the three books of our sweet-Singer 
give us. 

Unless I misinterpret the place, he was a native of 
Dunster in Somerset. For in his lines, " T/te opinion lie hath 
of his Frietid abfenf' (p. 104), he sadly recalls (as I think) 
his birth-place home : 

" Loe what mifhap hath maymed me fo fore, 
Like one of thine that there I may not dwell ; 
Efte^me me not the lefle of Duniler (lore. 
Since hart is there, wheie care doth corps expelL 
Quaint fortune frownes on me fo egerlie, 
Unatiue foyle that beft I may not be." 

By'Unatiue' I understand 'on native.'* \n\C\% Arbor 
of Amitie and Newe Sonets and Pretie Pamphlets ^ he is 
careful to designate himself ' Gentleman ' — much as 



Englyfli Mytre, with a moral ther vnto, very pleafante to rede*' (1560), and 
assigns it to Thomas Hackette, printer and publisher. But the "Tale of Nar- 
cissus," annexed to " Mythomystes," Is a quite distinct poem from that of 1560. 
It is a mere hap-hazard guess to interpret T. H. as = the Publisher. But 
having read the " Fable of Ouid treting of NardiTus," &c., I cannot agree with 
Ritson's giving of it to our Thomas Howell. 

* After above was written, and just as I was going to post my MS, to the 
Printers, in came a pleasant letter from the Rev. Richard U. Todd, M. A., of 
Dunster, informing me that his Church- Register begins in 1559 (Baptisms) — 
too late to furnish Thomas Howell's baptism-date, seeing that having pub- 
lished the Arb<nr of Amitie in 1567-8, he must have been bom, say ten years at 
least earlier. The same consideration explains the absence of his parents' marriage, 
&c. But one early entry shows that a Howell was at Dunster — ** 1577 Thomas 
Howell and Marye Ffemall were married y« xi^ of October." This might be 
an uncle, younger brother of our Howell's father. The poet's brother William 
prefixes a copy of verses to Nertfe Sonets (p. 116). I shall hope, now that the 
Poems are revived, that some local Somersetshire antiquary will endeavour to 
get at Thomas Howell's family. 
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Nicholas Breton and Thomas Churchyard patheti- 
cally did — the last pleading that he might be buried ' as 
a gentleman^ In agreement with this there are several 
intimations in these Poems that perchance it had been better 
for him had he not been born at all, or not bom of * gentle 
blood/ inasmuch as bom a peasant he had limited his 
thoughts to his lowly condition. Thus in his poem headed 
^^He declareth his greate mishappes^ and lamenteth his 
forowes of harte** he exclaims : 

" Would God when I began, to enter firil in life. 
That prefent death had peaHl my hart, and rid me cleane this (Irife. 

So should my Parents not, haue been at fuch great cod. 
To bringe me vp on whom by fate, their great good gifts are lod ; 

Ne yet haue left to me, no whit fuch wealth at all, 
Whereby from wealth to miferie, might chaunce a foden fall. 

But fhould the fame els where, haue well beflowed I fay, 
Which they in leaning vnto me, did naught but cast away, 

Whofe heauie helpleflfe haps, increafing euery hower. 
Doth force me weepe, when others fleape, where fortune doth not lowe[r] ; 

• ••••• 

So I do playnly fee, eche wight that wealth hath tafte, 

And afterwardes dooh wante the fame, with forrow is imbrafle, 

Wherefore fith life appointed was, in me this longe to last, 
In fimp[l]e(l sorte would God I had the same to this time paft, 

Then Ihould I fure haue liude contente with this my pay, 
Which now becaufe of carefuU change in wo do wad away." 

Again : 

" As like the Potters pottes, be made to fundrie vfe. 

So fome men feme aud fome are ferude, here needes no fine excufe : 
The labouring man to toyle, that fpares ne night nor day, 

Get[s] skaroe to feede his famely, when fome howrde heaps that play ; 
Yet doth he not dispayre, nor yet from labour file. 

But lines contente when worldlinges make, of wealth their miferie, 
Who gripte with greater greif, if Fortune lift to lowre, 

Thenfuche as earfl did feede at fill, vpon hir fruitfulfl flowre : [= than] 
Which chaise full oft hath chaunfl, through hir unconilantneffe. 

And whom fhe lately laught vpon, throwne downe remedileffe," (p. 132.) 

There are many like notes, tremulous with feeling, 
throughout the Poems. It thus appears that well-born, 
well-educated, well-left, Howell had somehow run through 
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his 'fortune* and entered on seivice that had *pay/ At 
that period to be a - servant ' in a nobleman's house — and 
it is clear that such was our Poet's position — carried little 
or nothing of menial in it. Such were called ' servants ' just 
as the Queen's highest ministers were (and are) ; but often 
they were secretaries or personal confidential attendants. 
Whatever was Thomas Howell's post he chafed under its 
bondage and pecuniary payments. He was a * gentleman,' 
and his * pay ' had the feel of dole or alms. In the Epistle- 
dedicatory of the Arbor of Amitie to the "Lady Anne 
Talbot " (= Lady Anne Herbert, daughter of the first 
Herbert, Earl of Pembroke, and wife of Francis, Lord 
Herbert, son and heir of George, Earl of Shrewsbury), he 
acknowledges "the good undeserued report" that his 
"friendly wel-willers doe conceiue," and his experience of 
her ladyship's "worthinefle and vertues" as "proued" by 
being in her " daylie prefence;^ This seems declarative of 
' service ' in the Shrewsbury family. A still more illustrious 
house he did 'serve.' In the Epistle-dedicatory of His 
Detiifes (1581) to "the Right Honorable and moft vertuous 
Lady, the Lady Marye Countefle of Pembrooke," he 
addresses her in this manner : " I prefume to feeke ayde of 

your Honor, bicaufe I am your poore feruant Your 

Ladifhip (I truft) wyll be my protection, bicaufe I honor 
and feme you ; which I haue done in tymes pad, now doe, 
and euer hereafter wil do, in fuch forte, that the worlde 
fhould be wytneffe if my abilitie to shew it, were as great as 

my wil is ready to performe it The credite and 

estimation your vertuous life and rare wifedome hath pro- 
cured you : the honorable curtefie and fweete behauiour 
wherewith Nature hath plentifully endued you, fhal not be 
eyther vnfitly or vnfruitfuUy ufed, if you fhal vouchfafe to 
imploy the one in defence, and shew the other in good 
acceptance of the flender worke of your feruant, which as I 
did wryte at ydle times in your houfe, to auoyde greater 
ydlenefle or worfe bufmeffe : fo I prefent it humbly unto 
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you as a testimony of my bounden dutie" (p. i66). It was 
supreme honour to 'serve' "Sidney's sister, Pembroke's 
mother." 

Elsewhere, besides those named, Ladies Saville, 
Cavendish, Speke, and others, are addressed in such a 
way as to indicate easy access if no more ; while HENRY 
Lassells, Gentleman, in the Epistle-dedicatory o{ Newe 
Sonets and Pretie PamphiletSy is his "approued Freinde." 
He could hardly have been that Henrv Lassels, who, 
under Colonel Lane of Bentley, was associated with him 
in the preservation of Charles H. after the battle of Wor- 
cester in 165 1, as told in the * Boscobel ' tracts ; but he was 
probably of the same line. He seems to have been a true 
'friende' at 'fundrie times' to his ^affured freinde' Howell* 
Francis Flower, his cons^mendator (p. 104-6), had to do with 
the court-masks and entertainments. 

The whole burden of JOHN KEEPER'S somewhat notice- 
able poem of " The Unfertaintie of Seruice " " to his 

friend Howell" in "His Deuifes" (pp. 153-8) convinces me 
that our Thomas Howell was just such a 'genteel' "seruing- 
man " as he of whom the " aged man " is a representative. 
Keeper himself being in the church, the thing could have 
no application to himself; and hence the conclusion is 
inevitable that he sought to sympathize with and sooth his 
down-hearted ' friend.' Howell s answers bear this out. 
En passant, John Keeper writes so frequently of and to our 
Howell — besides contributing the fore-mentioned and other 
poems to his volumes — that it is noteworthy, that he too 
was a native of Somersetshire. As natives of the same 
county, and not improbably of the same town (Dunster, as 
seen), their remarkably warm and life-long friendship 
('auntient amitie,' p. 49) is explained.f 

* See Blount : also Wood's Athena,, vol. iii, p. 819. A Jhon Lassels was 
"burned in Smythfielde." See Wicklieff's Wkkei, n,d. 

t John Keper or Keeper, according to Wood {Athena,^ voL i, pp. 416-17), 
was bom (as supra) in Somersetshire ; became a commoner or batler of Hart- 
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Besides the worries and annoyances and 'shifts' of his 
changed circumstances and 'seruice/ there is throughout 
the Poems no h'ttle of passion and penitence, aspiration and 
despair, shine and shadow of the ''old old story." His love- 
verse is frequently inartistic and poorly wrought ; but again 
and again you have a real human cry and the gleam of 
genuine tears. If I am not much mistaken he had looked 
higher than his position and condition warranted, though he 
moaned "let not want of welth in place, retract thy loue'' 
(p. 22), and " Thy perfon not thy pelfe, is all I wishe and 
crave" (p. 195), and "I curfte the arte that caufde me to 
afpire" (p. 222), and — faint prelude of Clara Vere de Vere — 

" Her might on me pore man (he ment to prootie, - 
Whom I had thought, fhould heale my womided harte." (p. 249.) 

Whether or no, and whether encouraged or merely self- 
deceived, he was in the end — disappointed. I do not say 
he was 'jilted ' ; for the facts on both sides are imperfectly 
known. His own words, indeed, are a confession that the 
' love * was on his side only, e,g, : 

" . . . . neuer one I euer loude, 

more then I loued thee : 
But out alas farewell, 

I did it to my cod : 
I liude in hope but all in vaine, 

my labours all are lofle. 
Thou art my wofuU wounde, 

and caufe of all my fmart : 
Which dofle me hate, and cleane refufe, 

the loue of faithfull hart. 
Nowe doe I well perceyue, 

and proue it to my paine : 
How great a griefe it is to loue, 

and not be loude againe.*' (p. 88.) 

Hall anno 1564, aged 17 years or thereabouts ; took one degree in arts [viz., 
B.A. II February 1568, along with John Norden] ; went afterwards to the city 
of Wells ; lived mostly in the close there, " where he improved himself much 
in music and poetry." Wood misassigns Abp. Parker's verse- Psalter to him. 
He adds, '* I suppose he had some dignity in the church of Wells." I do not 
trace him in Le Neve's FaHu 
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He held of himself that he was " neuer fouiide falfe or vn- 
trewe." But here was the sorrowful issue : 

" She that I did honour, aboue all the reft. 
To whom I referued, the harte in my bred. 

Hath me quite forsaken and broke hir beheft, 
And another taken, to loue and like beft.*^ (p. 131.) 

He reveals that he remained unmarried, e,g, : 

" . . . By proofe thefe rules of mariage, 
I doe not furely know : 
But men of more experience, 

the fame to me did fho." (p. 47.) 

I place below, other references to his *love' experience. 
They will reward study. Some have a graciousness and 
music in them that witness to reality.* I for one like the 
quaint plaintiveness of "When he thought himfelfe con- 
temned " with its pitiful " O Hart why doft thou figh, and 
wilt not breake" and " O hart now die" (p. 23); while this 
small snatch might have gone into a play of John Ford or 
Philip Massinger — to look no higher : 

Of Miferie. 
"Corps dad with carefulneffe, 
Hart heapt with heauinefle, 
Purfe poore and pennileffe, 
Backe bore in bittemefle. 
Lips laide with lothfomneiTe, 
O get my graue in readineiTe, 
Faine would I die to end this flrefTe, 

Remedilefle." (pp. 38-9.) 

So too " The Rofe " (p. 63), and " All of greene Laurell " 
(pp. 183-4), and "The ende of lyfe" (pp. 187-8), and "To 
the Lady of her doubtfull aunswere" (pp. 210-11), and "Of 
the Golden World " (pp. 213-14), and " Bewtie" (pp. 222-3), 
are worth committing to memory. 

That his life was a hard struggle with poverty is all too 
plain. It goes to one's heart to-day to come on his 
lamentations in " Being deftitute of money, the complaint 

• pp. 20-1, 23, 31, 37, 67, 69-70, 86, 88, 91-2, 103, 151, 152 (note here 
the farther allusion to his 'natuie foyle,' 1. 6 from bottom), 183. 



Thus : 



Better still : 
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to his Friend" (p. 33), and of *Golde' (pp. 59-60, and 64, 
79). Let the Reader turn to the first and to ''Being 
deftitute," and to the ' Aunfwere' (pp. 33, 59-60). Nor will 
he be unrewarded by similarly studying the self-respecting 
little lilt of ' Knowledge * (pp. 27-8), and his simple piety in 
"Of Ladie Fortune" (pp. 41-2). He had come to rest 
content with his lowly surroundings, having evidently laid 
to heart his friend Keeper s words : 

" Thou haft the goodes that euer dure, 

my friend then doe not faint." (p. 75.) 

*' All digmtie, is daunger hie, 

and pouertie is harde ; 
All welth is doong, no ioyes be long, 

why fliould I then regarde ? 
The man is bleft, that lyues at reft, 

in his eftate content.*' (pp. 79-So.) 

Of Degrees, 

" The higher eftate, the greater fcare, 
The greater welth, the leiTer cheare. 
The poore degree, that Hues content. 
He fings although his goods be fpent. 
And who can fmg fo merle a note. 
As he that cannot change a grote." (p. 80.) 

The penultimate line bursts on us like the first cuckoo's 
unexpected note in a wood. 

He was a 'youth* when his Arbor o/AmitiewsLS published, 
or rather when the poems collected in it were published. 
John Keeper (p. 115) augurs from the 'cunnyng verfe' of 
his ^youthly yeres,' that he will display * graue actes of age.' 
By 1 581 he was, if not aged, feeble and sick (pp. 24-26, 202). 
He disappears utterly after the publication of his ' Deuifes.' 
So that our last view of him is extremely touching, as witness 
his "Helpe best welcome, when moft needefull" (pp. 21 1-13), 
and " I. K. to H. being ficke " and his ' Aunswere ' (pp. 257- 
59). In all likelihood he died of this sickness in 1581-2. 

I do not make any very lofty claim for Thomas Howell. 
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But it takes careful and deliberative reading to discover how 
genuine is a good deal of the workmanship of his books. 
Superficially, ue,, hastily regarded, there is much that is 
thin and poor, and awkwardly and unmusically put. Even 
when the versification is flowing the thought is empty. But 
a sympathetic student will find ever and anon bits that 
* take ' us and linger, at once from their revelation of the 
"red-leaved and confused book of the heart," and their 
vividness, their brightness, their tenderness, their sweetness, 
their felicitous (occasional) wording. His " Men ought to 
be promoted to dignitie onely by worthie deedes" 
(pp. 80-82) has the ring of a true man, and his '' Being 
vexed with the care of the worlde, he comforteth himselfe " 
(pp. 77-80), none but a real Maker could have given us. 
His "Dreame" (pp. 240-3) in a measure ennobled by Robert 
Burns, opens charmingly, and, with admitted lack of * filed 
phrase ' or fineness of art, has perfect touches. The second 
stanza is a fine golden Spenserianism, and an anticipation 
of Kubla Khan's ' pavilion.' " Good aduife to his faithfull 
friende'* (pp. 127-8) has the aphoristic terseness of old 
Tusser and saintly George Herbert. " To her Louer, that 
made a conqueft of her and fled " (pp. 224-6) has tenderness, 
if also a dash of the grotesque. "He wyfheth well" 
(pp. 231-3), is picturesque and dainty. I appraise highly his 
capital dialect-poem of "lacke ihowes his qualities and 
great good wyll to lone" (pp. 89-91). It takes its place 
as an equal beside Humphrey Gifford's kindred one 
in the Posie of Gilloflowers. 

On the same lines (though not in dialect) is "A Dialogue 
touching the matrimoniall degree" (pp. 142-3), and "A 
friendly admonishment" (pp. 1501). His 'Epitaph' for 
'the Lady Gartrid late Countefle of Shrewfburie' has a 
sweet under- song. 

I regard the * Unfertaintie of Seruice* (pp. 153-8) — with 
every abatement — as a poem of mark in itself and as a 
graphic picture of the time. The Reader will profit by 

B 
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comparing it with Nicholas Breton's Song of ' the Ladye*s 
Page * in his " Floorifli upon Fancie and Toyes of an Idle 
Head " (pp. 29-30 in Breton's Works ; C. W. Lby.). 

The Notes and Illustrations will yield some noticeable 
words, e.g,y tidy, plumpe, nifing, laid him, &c. There are 
also a few noticeable allusions, ^^., the Masque scene in 
Romeo and Juliet, and Romeo's speech as candle-bearer, is 
illustrated by this : 

" Who fo doth hold the light, whilft others Malke, 
No Maflceris perdie,'' &c. (p. 182.) 

Similarly 'nifing' (p. 233, 1. 15, 'Being charged,' &c.) 
illustrates Raleigh's * The Lye.' It is — over niceness, ue.y 
primly precise, finical, or Scotice * pernickitie. ' Their 
Mookes aloft* hint humorously at their up-turned noses^ 
not necessarily always 'tip-tilted.' With reference to 
'Gnatos fecte' (p. 180, 1. 15) and 'glofing Gnatos' (p. 181, 
last line), the meaning is the Gnathonici or parasites, after 
Gnatho in Terence's Eunuchus. By 'Corebus' (p. 181, 
1. 24) I suppose similarly disciples of Croesus were intended. 

Then there is a euphemism for ' don't count your chickens 
before theyre hatched,* over which Lamb had chuckled, 
"Counte not the byrds that vndifclofed bee" (p. 221). I 
like too to come on the occasional mentioning of Chaucer 
and Gower (pp. 10, 12, 32). 

As mentioned in the Note before ' His Deuifes,' some ten 
of the poems in the earlier volumes are repeated in it, e,g,y 
'An humble fute,' * Themistocles aunswer,' 'The lamentable 
end of lulia,' ' Man's lyfe likened to a ftage play,' * In me- 
diocritie,' &c., and related pieces, &c, &c. They are by no 
means the best. 

It is difficult to account for the going out of sight of the 
Poems of Thomas Howell. That only a single exemplar 
of each volume remains, puzzles one, especially as ' Newe 
Sonets' had passed through at least one prior edition. 
Perhaps they were more gift-books than pubh'cations, and 
limited in the impressions. 
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Were it for no more than I have quoted and referred to, 
none worth minding will dispute the rightness of rescuing 
these Poems of Thomas Howell from the hazards of solitary 
copies. I owe cordial thanks for the painstaking transcripts 
of the Bodleian volumes and various suggestions by my 
friend the Rev. J. W. Ebsworth, M.A., of Molash Vicarage. 
He is almost morbidly careful in all such work. As inva- 
riably, my aim has been to reproduce the whole in integ- 
rity. 

ALEXANDER B. GROSART. 

St, Gtorgis Vestry ^ Blackburn, 
jjth September iSyg, 



^% In taking a final glance over the whole, I have 
chanced on a few mistakes of my Printer of the long f for f 
and f for f ; but this is easily corrected by any intelligent 
reader. I note also Author's misprints that I had meant 
to correct, p. 54, last line, *if* sliould be^oV\ p. JJ^ 1. 6, 
'paft' should be either *poft' or *faft'; p. 100, 1. 5 (from 
bottom), ' are ' should be 'an*; p. 1 1 8, 1. 2, * gifts ' should be 
'gifts'; and p. 132, 1. 17, 'loft* s/u?uld be * lid' probably. 
The punctuation, especially the colon (:), is somewhat 
difficult ; but evidently the colon represented an intended 
pause. G. 



I. 
THE ARBOR OF AMITIE, 

Pleasant Poems and pretie Poefies. 

1568. 



Note. 



For the * Arbor of Amitie' I am indebted to Selden's 
copy in the Bodleian. It seems to be the only known 
exemplar. See Notes and Illustrations at close of this 
volume, for a few notes on the ' Arbor * ; also the Intro- 
duction. — G. 



II To the ryght Noble and 

mojl vertuous Lady, the Lady 

Anne Talbot, Thomas Howell 

wyjheth long fyfiy with en- 

crea/e of honor. 

EWE WORDES SONE 
amended, as reporteth the Prouerbe, 
inferring thereby that ftluer fentetice 
of the Philofopher Zeno (worthie for 
the excellency of it to be grauen in du- 
rable place, with Letters of the mofl 
purefl Golde) that nature had giuen 
vs two eares and one mouth, to the en- 
tent, that we fhould heare more than we vtter in wordes, as 
it is alfo more agreeable to the way of wifedome, wifely to be 
filent, then fondly to fpeake, greater vertue it is, and labour 
more commendable to learne to fupprejfe thy tongue, then to 
feeke the faffet to fet abroch the fame, for infilence is wife- 
dome and prudence, when in talkefooles are knowne. Which 
thing whilefi I did perpend with my felfe (right honorable 
Ladie) though I had purpofed before topra£life my pen to the 
utterance of fuche an homely hoorde as was gathered in my 
vnfkilfull head, and to offer the prefent thereof vnto your ho- 
norable Ladiefhip, yet thefe railing fentences thundring along 
as it were Gunfhot by the fouldiers amafed eares, fo aba- 
Jhed mee, that I was vtterly difcouraged to thinke, much leffe 
ytdoe fo farre as to prefent a patterne of my rudeneffe vnto 

A ij. your 
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ymir honor^ leajl in manifejling mifte owne weaknejfe in 
words, I Jhould appeere euen fuch a otie as were ivkofy drow- 
ned in the lake of igfioraunce, or wajhed in the Fountaine of 
folly, to the ouerthrow of the good vndeferued report that my 
friendly welwillers doe conceiue. But now (right honorable 
Ladie) I Jtaue by experience prooued of myfelfe being in your 
day lie prefence, the fame of your wortkinejfe and vertues to 
be certain true, which eftfones before I had heard reported by 
others, wlio in eche refpect of vertue may be comparable to the 
noble Lady Argia the worthie King Adraftus his daughter, 
who in beautie being inferiour to none: in curtefie, in noble- 
nejfe, in cletnencie, in liberall bountie, in prudence a fuperior, 
& in manie courtlike qualities, in more vertuous knowledge, 
in all godlinejfe was equal with tJie that furmoUted the chie- 
fejl : Whereby fhe was reputed to be, to hir euerlaJUng fame, 
of a golden nature: fo curteous in words, fo friendly in deeds ^ 
fo comely of countenance, fo youthfull in yeres,fo auncient in 
talke that fhee was no leffe adorned with thefe venerable ver- 
tues, than with a number of the refl hir princelike graces and 
giftes which fweetely fprang in hir, as the flagrant flowers in 
the delectable month of May, Yea, hir vertues were excel- 
lent, and efpecially in hir true and amiable hart, beautified 
with louing affections to continue in tJie fame towardes hir 
fpoufe tlie noble knigfU Polynices; as in the bloudy battell 
of Thebes wheti the worthie Polynices was mofl lamen- 
tablieflaine, gored to tlufore wounded hart, with his brother 
quelled before his dolefull eyes, and an innumerable fort ouer- 
throwne, and a generall Edict by cruell Creon was fet forth 

that 
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that vnder paine of death no one Jhould aduiturc to bury thiy 
but leaue them a pray to dogges & rauens. Notwithflanding 
the cruelty y notwithjlanding this dreadfull daunger of com- 
fpiaUdementy notwithflanding he had lainefo long till tJteflink 
wasfo horrible that he was infectiue^ notwithfldding a thou- 
fand prefent perilsy yet this mofl honorable Lady, of only loue, 
of only hartie affection^ only accompanied with hir good Jtfier 
the Ladie Antigone (who bare lyke loue to hir brother) in 
the night feafon fhee fpared not to go among an innumerable 
fort of carcaffes fUncking mofl loihfomly and ceaffed not to 
tumble them vp & downe with hir fine hands, vntill fhe had 
efpied hir deare huf bands body, whom (although his face with 
gorie bloud and grauell was pitteoufiy defiled) fhe difdayned 
not to kijfe and embrace, wafhing his face with the teares of 
hir eiesy tooke it vp in hir armes,flole it away, and as farre 
as hir womanly pozver could extend, fhe interred the fame : 
fiich was tlie vertue, fuch was the affection, fuch was tJte no- 
ble fiart of this loyall Lady Argia, wlwfe figure in eche qua- 
litie your honor doe liuely reprefent: no curtefie, no comely 
ccuntinance, no grace, no gifte, no one vertue at all in hir but 
that they haue alreadie taken roote afid doe harbour in your 
bleffed brefl. Thefe honorable ornaments (O noble Argia^ 
qfterwardes I did plainely perceiue to be abuftdantly in you : 
t/te inward feare which before ouerflowed my quailing ad- 
uenture, is cleaneput to flight Andprefuming onfo noble a 
nature, I am now boldened, yea ouerbold humbly to giue thefe 
rude phantafies collected vnto your honor, as the worke of a 
welwilleK Although better it were for me to be filent, titan 

A, ^i; tn 
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in f peaking to fluwe my ftakedfteffe in wifedome. But you are 
that priftcely Ai^a, which will rather accept thefe toyes of 
my poore penne, proceeding from the good will of myferuice- 
able hartf then the riche prefent of a froward friendly foe: 
wlierefore I humbly craue (right honorable Ladie, O fwble 
Argia^ that you will confider^ tlie hart not tlte hande, the 
giuer not the gifte, the trufUneffe not the toyes^ tlte meaning 
not the matter^ my minde, not my madnejfe, my paine not 
my pennCy whereby I fhall be mojfl bounde day lie to lift my 
prayers to tlie proteSlour of all, that you with that right 
honorable Lord, the Lord Talbot your Imfbande, may fnofi 
profperoufly treade the trace of this painefull pilgri- 
mage, to your hartes defire, to the cncreafe 
of your honors, & perpetuall main- 
tenance of that right hono- 
rable and Noble 
name. 
Your honors moft hum- 
ble Orator T. 
Howell. 






Another to the fame his hono- 
rable and veiy good Ladie 

le blafe in choTen wordes, 
and filed phrafe fo fine, 
5 pafTing praife of Ladies great, 
extolde of wyt deuine. 
And howe the Gods aboue, 

haue giuen their gifles of grace : 
To plant in them the vertues ciyefe, 

in bodie head and face. 
But I will this omit, 

my Mufe in vaine to waste : 
For needtefTe tis into the feas, 

a water drop to caste. 
You neede no trumpe to sounde, 

to fpread your noblenefTe, 
For why your wyt, your wordes, your workes, 

doe well the fame exprefle : 
Your worthinefTe eche where, 

your curtefie at home : 
Your friendly Face, your bountie bleft : 

your grace in great rcnowme. 
Your vertues excellent, 

that rpring in noble Well 
Shall neuer die : no fkill I haue, 

one part thereof to telL 

A. iiij. And 
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And God hath gieuen his giftes, 

to you fo large and kinde 
That euerie man may it conceiue, 

onelefTe he will be blinde. 
Penelope in fayth, 

vnto the Talbot hie : 
Pandoras paere for qualities, 

that (hine as funne in (kie. 
The Flower of Fame you are, 

for euer freflie to fpring : 
As Fame will blow hir reftleffe trumpe, 

your lasting name to ring. 
If I bad Tullies tongue, 

and thoufand wittes thereto : 
If Chaucers vaine, if Homers (kill, 

if thoufand helpers mo : 
Yet tongue, nor wyt nor vaine, 

nor (kill nor heipe at all 
Can well defcrie your due defarte, 

in praife perpetuall. 
Therefore my fkilleffe Mufe, 

doth ende his tale to tell 
As one that wanteth might to will, 

D. Noble Fem farewell. 

Your Hofiors T, HowelL 
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To the curteous and gentle Rea- 
der^ lokn Keeper Jiudent 

He tender graffe that growes in groue, 

that tooke the ftock but late : 
Fr6 flender fpraies his leaues he (hootes 
but fmall and young of rate. 
Which length of time will ftrengthen ftrong, 

his yerely Fruites to beare : 
Whofe braunch then buddes in ftronger ftem, 

leaft froward wight it teare. 
So Howelles hart and hardie hande, 

hath plight his pen to fet 
And graft this braunch, the fruites whereof, 

are young and tender yet 
Late roote it tooke in feemely foyle, 

which now beginnes to fpring : 
And eke on Twigges fo trimly growne, 

doth now his profites bring. 
Small gaines at firft, yong trees do yeeld, 

lowe things youth handleth right : 
Of matter fmall the Poets young, 

at firft began to write. 
As Horace firft his trifling toyes, 

in booke did place and plat : 
And Virgils youth occasion tooke, 

to praife the fielie gnat 
But length of lyfe, ftiall Howell holde, 

on ftronger ftem to ftay : 

By 
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By cunning (kill of fetled braunch, 

to beare the bell away. 
Then ceafe ye not, to helpe the grounde, 

where this good graffe doth growe : 
Who can but giue deferued praife, 

and thanke his Mufe I trowe, 
Which fweetely fprings in fugred fap, 

of euery grace full meete : 
Which wife Minerue in lap hath nurft, 

and g^ue him fuck fo fweete. 
Whom I doe iudge, Apolloes Impe, 

and eke our Chancers peare : 
What fenfelefTe head of malice mad, 

will feeke fuch branch to teare. 
But learned wits will further forth, 

and laude his lore thats rare : 
For Zoils-fnar[l]es and doggifli fnuffes, 

no wifeman neede to care. 
Then hope I well my Ho to plie, 

fome greater woorke to fee : 
O pittie tis this Golden Mufe, 

(hould vade and die with thee. 
A dewe good friends yee Readers right, 

maintaine this braunch now fhute : 
Then will he fpring in time full trim 

to yeelde you larger fruite. 

Farewell. 
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The Talbot true that is, 
And ftill hath fo remaynde 
Loft neuer nobleneffe, 
By fprinck of fpot diftaynde. 
On fuch a fixed fayth, 
This truftie Talbot ftayth. 
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The Arbour of Amitie. 

The vanitie of Beautie. 

ijOrme is moft frayle, a fading flattering Ihowe, 
'As brickie glaffe, it vadth as graffe doth growe. 



iThe more it comes vnto the creafe of yeres, 
I The more it faylth, and lefle the front apperes 
The flagrant flowres, and goodly rubie Rofe, 
The Violets trim, and Lylies white that grofe, 
Doe not alwayes retaine their fap and fent 
And floriflie gay, with fmell moft redolent 
So though thou fpring of beautie pafling all, 
And bearft the flowre and fame as principals 
Whofe peereles view hath blafde thy forme in fight. 
Which thou to fee in glafle takfte great delight. 
Yet time on face fo faire fliall forrowes plowe, 
And writhed wrincles peere on blemiflit browe. 
That thou flialt loath to fee thy ragged hewe 
And hate thy forme in liuely glafle to vewe, 
And that which thou haft moft delighted on, 
Thou flialt it hate and wiflie to die anon. 
This is moft true, by right experience, 
The fayrfte that euer were are fone gone hence. 
Lo Ladie faire, of forme there is no truft, 
It foone doth flip, an thou flialt reele to duft. 
O greedie eyes bewitcht with things fo fraile, 
That caufeth retchlefle youth in loue to quaile. 
Whofe witlefle heads on fanfies fonde debate, 
Such is the flendcr threed of mortal 1 Fate. 

B.j. To 
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Plefmtnt Poems 
To his Friende. 
Eware my friende, Then fhalt thou flande 
Liue warylie In ioyes to raigne, 

At back behinde When Viigins fonde 
Pale death doth prie Shall knock in vaine. 
Eche howre and fpace God graunt us all 

Account the laft. To liue fo right 

Let Lampe of grace That when he call 

With Oyle be faft. Our Lamps giue light. 

Defcribing his lojje of libertie and 
crauing retume of hue. 
: free I was at libertie, 
merrie minde was voyde of woe : 
hart had great felicitie, 
iffed not for Cupids bowe. 
Thus free mod free in ioyfuU prime, 
I palTe the fportes of youthful time. 

Untill thy vewe as Goddeffe grace 
In heauenley fliape that did appeere. 
Had hent my hart in captiue cafe, 
Such was thy voyce, fuch was thy cheere. 

That thy fine forme of natures frames 

The Gods aboue might well infiame. 
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and pretie Poejies, 2 

It Venus paft in forme and face, 

Thy corps thy lims eche part so fine, 

Thy cheereful cheekes thy gentle race, 

Thy curteous hart thy wit deuine. 

That hart did fmart in heauie part, 
My freedome fled, bounde was my hart 

When firft I call my carelefle eye, 
Upon thy hue that drue the dart, 
I little thought thou fhouldeft lye 
So deep funck downe in my poore hart. 

I would full faine forgo my holde, 

My free eftate by wit to folde- 

As birde alurde in winters fore, 

On limed twigges that often bee, 

Thinkes he is free as late before, 

Untill he fayes his flight to flee, 

He cries, he flies, in vaine he tries 
On twigge in bondage there he lies. 

So I by lure of thy good grace. 

That thought my hart at libertie : 

Was wrapt vnwares by featurde face 

With moft extreme captiuitie. 

A Beautie hath me bondman made, 
By loue fmcere that (hall not vade. 

B. ij Alas 
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Plea/aunt Points 
Alas my panting hart fo fore, 
That doth lament in fobbing teares : 
Moft greedie gripes doe prick and gore, 
To groning graue my corps that weares. 

My cares and griefes doe rack my vaines, 

Confider thou my reftleffe paines. 

Alas moft faire and peerelefTe gem, 

Hauc mercy now, draw pittie neere, 

And count me not the leaft of them 

That loue thee beft in hart finceere. 

So thou that madfte my wound fo wyde, 
Shall for the fame a faluc prouyde. 

My Ladie faire, ah Ladie dere, 

Perpend in hart my dolors great : 

And looke vpon thy prifonere, 

Whofe chaines hath through his hart yfreat. 
And let not want of welth in place, 
Retract thy loue to runne his race. 

He acatfetk his tongue. 
I Hy FearefuU tong : what menft thou thus 
I To fayle, thy maisters paines to paint, 
I In matters vaine : and friuolous, 
B Thou runft at rainge : & needes reftraint. 
But 
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But fewer wordes : my greater paine, 
The greater paine : the fooner ende, 
The fooner ende : the better gaine, 
For leffe offence : fliortft life doth lende. 

When he thought himfelfe 
contemned, 

OHart why doll thou figh : and wilt not breake, 
O dolefuU chaunce thou haft : a caufe thereto 
For thy rewarde in loue, and kindnefle fake, 
Is recompenft by hate and deadly wo. 

Haue I fo plight my heart and mind to thee : 
Haue I beene bent fo whole vnto thy hande, 
And others now obtaine the fruit from me. 
Thou art vnkinde forfooth : fuch foe to ftande. 

doleful! hart, thus plungde in pinching paine. 
Lament no more, but breake thy truth to trie : 
For where thy comfort was and ioy did raigne, 
And hate returnes, no newes, O hart now die. 

Lo thus the breeding birdes, their nefts do builde. 
But others take the gaines and fruites of them : 
The crooked clowne fo earth the toyling fielde, 
But oft the crop, remaines to other men. 

B.iij. Well 
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PUfaunt Pohns 
Well time may come, wherein'my fruitlefle part, 
So ill beftowde : feme others may bewaile 
And wilh they had, recdude my yeeldii^ hart, 
Whofe louing roote, tooke groundelto fmall auaile. 

To Jmfrimde, 

IN hart and mind Good vertues plan^ 

Vour owne am I : Let truth take place : 
Till death by kinde Where that doth want. 

Shall force to die. There is no grace. 

Bdng fore fieke, aunfmreth fdsfehwt 
enquiring whether he were 
willing to die. 
Ee flourini now, but Flower Hiall fall, 
and withered fade as frayle, 
As yeres retumes, fo length of time, 
caufeth man and beaH to quaile. 
Now Lady Ver in liuely greene 

doth Ihowe hir grace in fielde. 
Now EJlas fpreads the parching hcate, 

That Titans beames do yelde. 
Now Autumm ihewes the harueft fheaues 

that growe on fertill place : 
Now Hiemps heapes the dyke with fnow 

and fhewes hir froftie face. 
So firft we fpring in luftie youth, 
at ftate of childifh yeeres. 



and preiie Poefits, 4 

Now deeper wit as EJlas ripes 

in grauer acts appeeres. 
Then manhood makth a ftabled minde, 

none youthly prancks we haue : 
Now hored age with dealing fteps 

creepes in, prepare thy graue. 
And thus we fleete and fall away, 

afwell the yong as olde : 
Then youthfull impe truft not on yeres, 

(hort life may make thee colde. 
And thus by courfe and chaunge of time, 

things mortall chaunge their way : 
One age doth paiTe, an other comes, 

loe Time will all decay. 
For thin is twift or fatall threed, 

on mortall wheele fo fpun : 
Deathes howre may chaunce vnhoped for, 

to lofe that life hath woon 
Then why fhoulde I once feare to die, 

our byding is not heere : 
But earth fhall rot in earth againe, 

till righteous iudge appeere, 
When worlde and worldly things fhall pafTe: 

but God fhall dure for aye. 
Whofe grace I craue with hart and foule, 

on whome I flande and llaye. 
Now flretch my fleps O Lord to run, 

by length of time to bee : 

B. iiij. That 
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That I may iiue to die a right, 
and die to Iiue with thee. 

An admonition to kisfriende. 

wilt be rightfull, 
:s flande thou faithfull, 
well be careful!, 
iends and be thankful!, 

Vaine talke flee, and leame wit, 

Marke wife wordes, and loue it, 

Alwayes pray, and boaft not, 

Efchue pride, and vaunt not. 

Hate not man, difdaine not, 

Take time, and fleep not. 

Each vertue traine iuftlie, 

Regarde betters wifelie. 

Offend no Wight wronglie. 

And declare alwaies truelie 

So God then will loue thee. 

And good men will prayfe thee. 

When vertue fhall clad thee. 

All fame fhall embrace thee. 

Vfe Vertue. 
Oe well, abftaine from vice, 
obey thy parents will. 
Remember God, and learne, be wife, 
imbrace fweete vertue ftill 

Marke 
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Marke God before thy face, 

vprife and pray betime : 
No ydle howre let paffe, feeke grace, 

deteft all heauie crime. 
Trie ere thou truft, take heede, 

haue God thy chiefeft gaine, 
Efteeme the time before all meede, 

and godly lyfe retaine. 
Alwayes let vertues rule to thy good reft : 
If grace fliall growe within thy youthful! breft. 

At his Friends departure. 

MY Mufe which once with ioyfuU voice, 
to thee (hould welcome tell : 
Alas to late, as now (he comes, 

more fit to bid Farewell. 
But fince my dolefuU Farewell muft, 

approch in welcomes fteede : 
And eke at parture hence from me, 

welcome fhould yll proceede. 
High lone I praye thou mayft farewell, 

alwayes in profperous rafc : 
And eke in ioyes to make retume, 

that welcome may haiie place. 



w 



Of Knowledge. 

Hen death is bent. For life once fpent. 
Yet ftands thy praife Wit, fame doth raife. 

When 
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When Golde doth faile, No burthen tis, 

Is learning tride : To chai|^ thy back : 

When riches quall^ Moft wretch he i^ 

Good letters btde. That this doth lack. 

The more tis preft, Eche thing that groes. 

The more it fprings : Doth likewife die : 

It is the beft, Still learning floes, 

Of mundane things. Aboue the fkie. 

It bydth with thee : Than knowledge craue 

Doe what thou wilt : Let riches go : 

Till dead thou be, If this thou haue, 

And breath be fpilt Welth needes muft gra 

Of Auarice. 

He chtldiihe yeres in youth, 

doth take the parents trade : 

And are full oft againft their wils, 

compelde by Fathers hardc. 

To Auarice fo viide, 

in Lucres gatne to game : 
And Father is a happie man, 

when fonne fuch lyfe doth frame. 

So fecrete vice doth lurck, 

with cloke of vertues Face : 
And greedie gaine the fhadowe fhapes, 

of thrift in godly race. 
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And fo from Sire to fonne, 

from fonne to thoufands mo : 
\ By fonde conceyte continually 

this cloked vice doth gro. 

Thus eche man for himfelfe. 

And poore laments in thrall : 
For rauening wolfes by greedie gaine, 

hath beggard deuill and all. 

Thus one doth care for one, 

and one doth learne by one : 
Till luft be pufk and chokte with gaine 

and eche man tume to none. 

But poore and worldly wights, 

fhall neuer freedome iinde : 
As long as men take goodes for Gods, 

by greedie hart fo blinde. 

0/ blinde Cupide. 

LYbido lewde : hath fainde a God of loue, 
Whofe peftlent powre : to blafe which can anoy 
A title fierce : is added through behoue, 
A Furious God : an Archer blincking boy, 
Whome Venus fonde : doth make to range amiffe, 
Hir pretie boy : hir proper fonne he is. 

He 
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He raflily flies : in vnaduifed way, 

Which heauens do pierce : by his fo little hande. 

Though lead he bee : he beares the greateft fway, 

Of doubtie Knights : he hath a witleflTe bande. 

Alack good childe : of wanton foolifli crew, 

Thou makft them fooles : w^^ thy fond badge of blew. 

little boy, thou fliootes thy raging dartes, 

Full well he paints : that makes the buflfard blind, 
For right, nor rule : nor reafon hath there partes. 
Where Fanfies fond : doth fire an yeelding minde. 
What euer thou art : all Furies fierce that bee, 

1 rather wifiie : than meddle or make with thee. 

To his Friefid, whofe friendly 
hue he craueth. 

ODoubtfull hap, O paines and panges y® moue : 
Thou yet wats yeres to feele my fmarts of loue 
Mee rue, take age alas to think on mee. 
My eamell life, and death is fet on thee, 
Hart true I giue, though moft y" wouldft me hate, 
Untill hart breake in woes and ftaruing (late, 
I erft doe craue, regarde me once or neuer. 
Die though I muft, yet loue I thee for euer. 
Time trieth all, that fiieth without retorne. 
Nought fwifter is then yeres, y* kils things borne, 
Whofe ftealing fteps I wiflie more faft to flo. 
To make thee apt thy timely fayth to (ho. 

Time 



30 



1 
I 



1 

1 



and pretie Poefies, 

Time abfent ftill, we wiihe to come and (lay. 
And thus vnwares we craue our dying day. 
None is content his prefent ftate to fee, 
Yet thou my friend content mayft onely mee. 
And eke in time I hope thou wilt regarde, 
For feruice true, the feruant takes rewarde. 
As time (hall giue the tried trull of mee, 
Accepted fo, let mee thy feruant bee. 

To /?. M. 

I Craue who will not loue, 
Who loues I cannot craue : 
The thing that doth me moue 
I feeke and cannot haue. 
Amids the flouds I ftande, 
And yet (hall die for drinke : 
Of foode great (lore at hande 
Yet hunger makes me (hrinke. 



To his Friend being abfent /hewing 

his good will. 

He hart that lyues in penfiue doubt, 
His wi(hed ioyes (hut farre him fro : 
He drawes his dolefull tunes full out, 
In griefe, in paines, in cares and wo. 

And 
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And eke in thende it may befall 

So my vnluckie choyfe to fpie, 

That guiltleflfe hart thou make full thrall, 

By thy decree to liue or die. 

Then fiinted ftones and barked tree, 
The fauage beads on mountaine bred : 
Shall walle my wofuU hap by thee, 
As fimple lambe to Daughter led. 

My hart hath wonted ioyes refignde 
Reiecting all for caufe of thee. 
A grounded loue in yeelding minde, 
Flees wit and (hoouns vtilitie 

To one who after death would 

leaue his liuelie 
picture. 

TO leaue behinde a picture fine to fee, 
It may fmall time well ftande in fteede for thee. 
But picture faire of noble actes of minde, 
That farre excelles to learne to leaue behinde, 
Which will maintaine a noble name for aye 
As Tullis tongue and Coffars acts can faye. 
As Chaucer fhewes and eke our morall Gowre 
With thoufands more, whofe fame (hal flil endure. 

Tlie 
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The deJirufHon of many. 

Nice handes, poore ftocke, hart ftout, for to fee, 
No friends, no ikill, ba^es pennylefTe to bee. 
And pride doth preffe, to paffe the degree, 
Thefe brings lewde heads, to great miferie. 

Bting deJHtute oftnon^, the compUdnt 
to kis Friend. 
the hapIelTe hap, 
chaunce to mortall fone ; 
!s want to ftop a gap, 
roofe I finde is one. 

No paine lo fore doth freat. 
No pinfons fo can rent : 
No ftnoking fmart fo great, 
That makes the hart lament. 

For emptie purfe no game. 
No foode, no friende, no cote : 
For monie all doth frame, 
Whofe flaue we are by lote. 

Where money friend doth faile, 
There fawning Friends be gone : 
Farewell poore wretch all haile. 
Light purfe makes heauie mone. 



PUfaunt PoSms. 
Thefe paynes \iy proofe be geft. 
What neede examples coft : 
Where purfe is fo depreft, 
As clapt in Sampfon port. 

Stormes paft, yet foone retires, 
And drowfie dutnpes decay : 
So God graunt iufl defires, 
To driue thefe plagues away. 

The Louer defcribetk his trustte loue. 

n Hough horfe To wylde in thoufand partes 
■ Should teare my corps moft dolorous : 
QThough Fryde I were w*" pierling fmarts 
PAnd boy[l]de in lead moft piteous. 
Though fworde Ihoulde pierfe my hart fo colde. 
In bloudy woundes my death to frame, 
Though paine of hell to me were folde, 
Moft retchleffe wretch and yll by name. 

Though thoufand miles on foote I fare, 
With naked l^ge in frozen ftormes : 
Though bloud of hart I fpend in carev 
Through countries farre in thoufand harmes. 

Though dread in feares doth worke difpaire, 
And hope alone doth cherifhe mee : 
Yet rack that rendes eche lim fo faire. 
Shall not by fmart take heart from thee. 

An 
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An admonition to his Friend. 

LEarae honeft mirth in humble curteHe, 
Let perfon, time and place, regarded be. 
Seme God in hart and loue his ftatutes true, 
Then thee with goods and heauen he will indue. 
Flee^ydleneffe alwaies, to labors frame, 
Of thone comes good, of thother, finne and fliame. 

He craiieth regarde of the cares he taketh. 

He crooked clownethat drawth theplowe 
with all his yerely toyle : 
Receiues at laft rewarde of worke, 
bellowed on fertile foylc. 
And ihall my paines and reftlefle woes, 

thus vnrewarded bee : 
Shall I be preft in fimpler fort 
and vylder cafe then hec ? 
The fethred foule that flees aloft, 

obtaines the things he seekcs : 
And sundrie where his foftring foode, 
with chirping bill he peekes, 

Efteeme me fo. 

De/irous to requite for manie giftes^ one 

to his deare beUme. 




N 



O man of fturdie thornes doth feeke, 
the fwelling grapes to haue, 

C. j. No 
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No man of flouds that vacant are, 

can waters iuftly craue. 
No man of candle cleane put out, 

Can liuely light obtaine : 
No man of Codrus simple foule, 

a princely gift may claime. 
Such let right iudgement ftand for me, 

of thee my parent made : 
For I to writhing thornes am lyke, 

in courfe of present trade. 
Therefore receyue this simple figne, 

my fprings yet dried are : 
But yet of thorns account this one, 

which now my briars are. 
My budding tr^e cannot as now, 

fome other fruits difclofe : 
My Garden gr^ene for thee alone, 

preparde this onely Rofe. 
But I a Briar well doe feeme, 

reftore which nothing can : 
And I a Briar now perceyue, 

that I a Bryar am. 
For ftill the bufie Briar pricks. 

But doth no gaines pretende : 
So I with charges preffe thee ftill, 

but no rewarde I fende. 
But if in time from thornes I may, 

of Uine tree take the fhapes. 

Thou 
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Thou shalt in ft^ede of Briars (harpe, 
receyue my fpringing Grapes. 

Time alwayes caufethfome noueliie and 
furihereth knowledge, 

NO man fo old, but vfe, or tyme, or place, 
Shal teach him newes though he pafle Nejlors 
And learne him fkill vnknown to him before (race, 
To shoon the things by which he fet great ftore. 
That he fliall iudge he knewe not that at all, 
Which as he thought he knew as principal!. 

Being in extremitie the Louer bewayleth 

his rejilejfe lyfe. 

MOft greedy gripes with plunging paines, 
do pierce my ruthfuU hart : 
I paffe the noyfome night in grones, 
through rent with dreadful! dart. 
When all reioyce in wifhed fport, 
my moning minde doth crie : 
The harmes fo huge in dolefuU dumpes, 

compels me wretch to die. 
My languiiht limmes in lothfome lyfe, 

are rent from bone to bone : 
The reins the vaines are clene confumde 
with hart fo colde as ftone. 

C. ij. I 
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I curfle eche Ungring howre of day, 

my bloudic woundes to Ilratch : 
Once comes I know the yrkfome ende, 

that fhall my cares difpatch. 
The furies fierce and fierie flakes, 

that burne in hateful! hell: 
Cannot surmount my pafTmg plunge, 

my careleflfe corps to quell. 

heauie hart when wilt thou breake, 

when wilt thou rent in twaine ? 
For that alone my happie helpe, 

is ende of all my paines, 
More is my griefe, for priuie paines, 

I onely wretch doe know : 
Nor durft my flafhing flame, to friend, 

Vnfa)rthfull men to fhow. 

1 rage and rewe I fire and freefe, 

Vpwhelmde tn woes full fore : 
My fmarting eies have fpent their tearcs, 
farewell for euermore 

0/ Mi/erie. 

Orps clad with carefulnefle. 
Hart heapt with heauineflfe, 
Purfe poore and pennilefTe : 
Backe bare in bitterneffe. 
Lips laide with tothfomnelle. 
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get my graue in readinefle, 
Faine would I die to ende this ftrefle, 
Remedilefle. 

To kis Friend H. 

e hart well, difpaire not, 
The truth tell and fpare not 
Lre God fay thou fhalt not, 
lart holde aye and halt not : 

Yet better lis thou fpakA not, 

When wifedome prouokes not 

Then wifeman thou feemfte not. 

When filence thou keepfte not. 

To be learned. 

OF learned oft, alke good aduife, 
aduifed counfell k^pe : 
Things kept below bellow on others wife, 
fl^e vice of flothfuU fl^epe. 

Flatterers. 

THey fawne in words and eke with tuizing eie, 
They will deceyue, truft thou no flattring fpie. 
For vnder view of Honnie lies deceyt, 
And eke there lurcks of tongue the poyfonde beyt. 
C iij. The 
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Tkepraife ofvertue. 

Ot worldly welth, nor rich aray, 
nor Pearles of coftly rate : 
Norgoodes nor Golde that fhynes fo gay, 
can make the gentle (late. 
But vertue linckt in learned lyfe, 
that fprlngs by noble paine : 
In them thy famous factes fo ryfc, 

for euer flill flialt raigne. 
Belides the fame all tumes to dull, 

throughout the worlde fo wyde : 
To ashes good and Gold flialt ruft. 
And thou to earth fhalt (lyde. 

OfCounfaiU. 

THou muft doe well, S^ke rage to preffe, 

Faith true obtaine : Firft trie hart true : 

Wit none repell, Thy (innes exceffe, 

Friend d^ere entraine, Lament and rue. 

Of Offence. 

SOw much a man the greater is, 

By his Offence that wries amiffe : 
So much the more the common crew, 
That ftately crime will note and vew. 
To 
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To one that matcht with afro- 
warde woman. 

TO get good wife tis harde, fayth Ckeremon^ 
Tis better burie two than marrie one. 
Who marrie will, his hart will fone be fpent, 
And after that he will alfo repent 
A neceflarie yll the wife they call, 
But this is word, it is perpetuall. 
Wherefore my Friende thou doft me wane make, 
Whome I to wife and daylie mate (hall take. 

OfLadie Fortune. 

Fortune frayle, why doft thou take, 
of me fo mightie powre : 
To wicked men thou pleafant art, 
to good men doeft thou lowre ? 
To thofe that nought by deede deferue, 

thou honours doft reftore : 
To thofe that nought ofTende at all, 

thou plagft in rage full fore. 
The men that iuft and godly are, 
thou bringft to great decay : 
But thofe that moft vnworthy b^e, 

thou richely doeft aray. 
Thou driuft to death the youthfull imps, 
and men of age doe bide : 

C. iiij. O 
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O fortune fonde vnequally : 

fuch times dolle thou deuide. 
That which thou talrfl from worthy men 

thou giufte to peifons ylL 
Thou no refpefl of vertue haft, 

but fondly workft thy wyll. 
Unconftant, fraile, Iharp, falfe, vntrue, 

is Ladie Fortunes grace : 
To brickie glafTe moll like flie is, 

with that hir flattring face. 
Nor dofte thou k^epe in honours ftill 

thofe men of riche eftate. 
Nor alwayes doft thou frowne on men, 

which firft thou dame didll hate. 
But truth it is lehouah hie, 

in throne imperiall. 
He Fortune guides and giues rewardes, 

he is the Lorde of all. 

To kisfayikfull Friend. 

Leere Phoebus runnes in circle rounde, 
in courfe both day and night : 
And eke a heate dame nature giues, 
to fine flames fo bright 
And fleeting fifhe the futging feas, 

to haunt doe never ceafe ; 

And ftill hir fruites the worthy foile, 

gyuth forth as due increafe. 

I 
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I pray therefore as long in courfe, 

as Phabus bright (hall dure : 
As long as flame fhall give a heate, 

and filh the feas procure. 
And earth doth give increafe, fo long 

that thou thy yeres mayft tell : 
And leade a happie ioyfull lyfe, 

in blifiul ftate, farewell. 

To a FrUnd requeJHng his optnian in mortage^ 

he aunswereth thus. 

Hen ryped yeres in wifedomes fchoole, 
in maridge faine would match, 
By dailie doome thefe precepts vewe, 
to fcape the bayted fnatch. 
Perpend the g^ce, the truft and trade, 

of foreobteyned wyfe : 
Hir manners marke, with warie minde, 

refpect hir wanton lyfe. 
Hir mothers minde and nature fcan, 

with fathers factes alfo : 
As is the Uine, fuch is the fappe, 
that on the grape doth grow. 
Beware the route of rowling eyes, 

which fecretly doth prie : 
When fhamefailnefTe is put to flight, 
then grace beginnes to flie. 

The 
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The virgin chafte of flowing time, 

no howre will ydle fpende : 
Lucretia applyde her paines, 

hir corps from vice to fende. 
Penelope at diflaffe fpoon, 

hir vndefiled thred : 
Untill hir long defired mate, 

approchde to fpoufall bed. 
For ydleneffe confumes the lims, 

and br^edeth vices vaine : 
No Matrone chafte, no grace there is, 

where fleing floth doth raigne. 
Thy foule it fpoyles, thy life it fpilles, 

it weakeneth ftayed ftrength : 
The mighty holds, and trimmeft townes, 

it drawes to ground at length. 
Refufe therefore fuche mate to matche, 

though faire (he be of face : 
For inward vice, with colours fpreade, 

doth outward vewe difgrace. 
No credit giue to other men, 

to choofe a wife of fee : 
For oft that other men difpleafth, 

may pleafaunt feeme to th^e. 
If love be linckt, and mate be curft, 

and bende hir frowning brow : 
Applie thy tongue to fugred fpeeche, 

that flie may leaue to crow. 



Exhort 
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Exhort, perfwade, defire, entreat, 

and praye hir ftill to be : 

Embrace hir corps in louing armes, 

and friendly amitie. 
And fweetely kiffe, hir cherrie chiekes, 

with gentle giftes hir deck : 
And clofe thy handes moil louingly, 

about hir luorie neck. 
Thus f<6eke all fayes hir fore to falue, 

by good and honeft way : 
If this help not, but froward fern, 

will ftiffely ftande aftray. 
Then pleafant fpeech fupprefle, and faine 

a fowre unfauerie looke : 
As though thou wouldft deuour the walles, 

and hange the houfe on hooke. 
With bitter words befwindge this dame, 

let no perfwaHon lack : 
Let homely ftripes fometimes on fall, 

on yong vnrulie back. 
But mbdeft be, thy ftrokes to ftrike, 

let reafon rule thy rate : 
If fewe feme not, hir hart to help, 

thou mayeft repent to late. 
Take faythfull fpoufe of humble hart, 

and graft) in godly grace : 
Graue, wife, difcreete, lemd, meeke, and one 

that beautie beares in face. 

Who 
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Who doth forgo hir deereft friendes, 

and parents leauth eche one : 
Hir felfe, by troth fh^e freely plight, 

to hufbands powre alone. 
In kylling cares, both ficke and whole, 

Sh^ faythfull is to th^e : 
Sh^e is thy ioy, and comfort fw^ete, 

though rich or poore thou b^e. 
Sh6e will obey at all commaundes, 

in ilormes and cruell fmart : 
In mirth, in griefe, in pouerifliment, 

Sh^e bydes and takes hir part. 
If fierce difeafe (hall crafe thy corps, 

hir wylling helpe fhe dightes : 
She cheriflieth thee, (he fweetely fpeakes, 

Sh^e watchth both dayes and nightes. 
When crooked age (hall cr^epe on thee, 

with ftealing fteps fo blife : 
Sh6e ftill prouides, (h& runnes and goes, 

to heale thy ficklye life : 
Of bodies two, one corps is made, 

fo linckt in lotted loue : 
Which (Ireming ftormes and bitter blaft, 

can not by paines remoue. 
Yea after death (h& life doth lende, 

when pale thou rotft in grounde ; 
In fonnes by hir thy formed face, 

may alwayes plaine be founde. 

So 
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So that thy corps and fliape be forme, 

with long retayned name : 
Doe florifli frefh as fprings the flowre, 

to thy long byding fame. 
But who fo lapt in lyuing lewde, 

with harlots vile remaine : 
Thefe fruits doth lofe, with name and fame 

and fpends his goodes in vaine. 
Defame fhall eke abridge his dayes, 

corruption corps shall flay : 
And lyuers lewde, fure God will iudge 

no doubt another day. 
When as the vyle and {linking Goates, 

(hall pafle to endlefle woe : 
To fierie forkes and flames of hell, 

in Limbo lake byloe 
By proofe thefe rules of mariage, 

I doe not furely know : 
But men of more experience, 

the fame to me did flio. 
Which I for thee my tried friend, 

by paine of Ample quill ; 
Haue rudely fet in this poore verfe, 

for want of cunning flcilL 

Fewe care for thefaule : all for the body. 

Hen as the crafed Corps, 
in groning bed doth lie ; 

The 
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The Ikilfull art of phificks cure, 

is fought for by and bie. 
Which right prefcribeth rules, 

that thou muft needes obfcnie : 
By pafling paJnes which thou dodl k^epe^ 

though thou therefore fhouldft (terue. 
Such bitter brunts thou bearft, 

thy bodies health to haue : 
But who will take a little toyle, 

his ficklie foule to faue } 
No, camall men in cares, 

are carnally ybent, 
All gape for gain^ there is no God, 

but God make vs repent. 

To Hs Friend Tho. HdwelL 

Here oft the flouds doe floe^ 

vpon the beaten banck ; 
Their fandes debarre the grafTe to groe, 
to fpread his April! fpranck ; 
And where the fonne doth march, 

vpon the greened grafle : 
In time it will the pafture parch, 

as though it neuer was. 
So where the fonne bright friends, 

my Howell hauntes to hit. 
There ufed lyfe in prefent winds, 
will keeper cleane forget. 

There 
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Their daylie flouds of taike, 

(hall ouerflow thy graffe : 
That keeper hath obliuious walkt, 

as though he never was. 
And reafon tis I meane, 

why fliouldft thou keeper k^epe : 
Since thou mayefl lofe in keeping him, 

that nothing can but fl^epe. 
For fl^epifh dumps me fhut, 

from tafte of cunning ftile, 
Nor can I boult my rudeneffe out, 

which lies on ruftie file. 
Yet hold in mindefuU moode, 

our auntient amitie : 
For faithfull friends giue present falue, 

For all the cares that be. 

An aunfwere. 

Not floing floudes, the f(6eble banck that frets, 
Nor fwelting heat, whofe flames y« paftures fry 
Nor flipprie fande which faint foundation lets, 
Thy Howell once maye caufe from thee to wry. 
Ne fhall the (how of fhining funne bright friend. 
By vfed lyfe or phrafe of filed talke, 
Haue powre to put my keeper out of minde, 
Whofe tryed truth may not obliuious walke. 
And where thou feemft to fay that fluggifli fldepe, 
Hath (hut thee forth from tail of learned lore, 

From 
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From out thy mufe as from a Fountain d^pe, 
Doth flowe the fniites of Ladie learnings stor& 
Thy wyt, thy workes, thy verfe and ftately flile, 
Thy wayes, thy d^edes, who well doth fcan & vew ; 
Shall finde therein : nought forfte with rulHe file, 
Though I want flcil to give th6e praife thats dew. 
Our lincke of loue : and friendlhip fixt fo faft. 
Thy Howell howldes whilft Um & life (hall laft. 

The vanitie of riches. 

I He ftately Pallace princely pight, 

the hoord of gliftering Golde : 
I The patrimonie largde of landes, 

i cannot from fickneffe holde. 

Nor can they cure the crafed corps, 

or glad the minde at all : 
For who hath moft of fuch a ftore, 

the more he feares as thrall, 
Gold is the father to the flock, 

of Flatterers by lot ; 
It is the fumme of griefe or woe, 

who hath, or hath it not 
For who it hath, he quakth in feare, 

left fortune rob his thrift : 
Who hath it not, laments bicause 

he knowes not how to fliift. 
Wherefore of riche or poore I iudge, 

as wifedome fmall I hent : 
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In bed eflate is he, with his, 
thatjiues alwayes content. 

An Epitaph made vppon the death of the 

right Honorable, the Lady Gartrid late 

Countejfe of Shrewifburie. 



rcr \*>). 






He deling ding of gafping death 
that byth by fatall force : 
To bring vnto the wailed graue, 
this CountefTe courteous corfe, 



Had thought to thrud his fpitefuU fpeare, 

to wounde this Fern to die : 
And quite to dim this glorious Gem, 

the flower of courtefie. 
And cloth hir corps in ftirowding dieete, 

to woorke hir endlefle wo : 
But O thou death, thou art deceaude, 

for that is nothing fo. 
Nor cand thou mar, or dop the trumpe, 

that foundes hir during fame : 
More health then harme, more blifTe then bale, 

to hir, by th^e there came. 
For die hath light in lading life, 

of endlefle ioyes ywis : 
So where thou thoughtd to fpoute thy fpite, 

thou had hir brought to blifle. 
So enuie gaue th^e not the power, 

thy malice madde to All : 

D. j But 
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But thou haft done this CountdTe good, 

vnwares againft thy will : 
For nowe hlr noble name fhall byde, 

In founder foueraigntie : 
And after death doth vertue Hue, 

O death in fpight of thee. 
For flie of grace the garlande gay, 

in goodly giftes did weare : 
Whofe flowres do now in children wife, 

of Talbots line app^ere. 
Of Rutlandes race (he noblie fprang, 

and linkt with p^erleflfe pearle : 
Of Shrewifburie, who bare the name, 

a noble worthy Earle. 
Whome fhe hath left behinde among, 

the blelTed branches fine : 
The worthy imps that fprang of them, 

as of a vertuous Uine. 
To poore, fhe was a pleafant port, 

to all a helpe fhe came. 
By teares that haue beene fpent for hir, 

the poore have fhewde the fame. 
O noble hart whofe Well of grace, 

fhall fpring and neuer drie : 
Who being hie, didft bend thy breft, 

vnto the poorft degree. 
Unto the weake fhee was a flrength, 

vnto the hungrie foode : 



Unto 
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Unto the rude, a lamp of light, 

unto the wifemen, good. 
Unto the youth, flie was a guide, 

vnto the aged ioy ; 
Unto the noble, ornament, 

vnto the blinde, a way : 
In towns (he was a fliyning ftarre, 

for hir all better were : 
In Countrie ioy, at home a glafle, 

to viewe in gladding chere. 
Hir beauty great hir vertues greatft, 

that fprang as flagrant flowres : 
Alas what treafure haue we loft, 

for all the lofle is oures. 
For flie hath gainde O Death by thee, 

but we have fhipwrack made : 
And nowe in earth our help is lapt, 

our light is turnde to fliade. 
what a lofle : fo many giftes, 

Of grace fo loft in one : 
For which eche wight that knew hir well 

cannot but greatly mone. 
But drie ye vp your dr&rie teares, 

(he liues without anoy : 
comely courteous Countefle now, 

farewell O Jem of ioy. 
Farewell O fpring of vertues fweete, 

farwell of help the ftore. 

D. ij. Both 
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Both high and low, bewaile thy want, 
farewell for euermore. 

Of Ingratitude. 

WHo rightly fcans what thing is greateft greefe 
And feekes by proofe the truth thereof to trie, 
Shall furely finde ingratitude the ch&fe, 
Surmounting farre eche other wo on hie. 
Whofe freting force when friendlie wight flial feele 
All mirth and ioy to care doth ftraight conuart. 
Yea weare the hart of craggie flinte or fteele, 
It fcarfe could (hoone to waile fuch bitter fmart. 
Who therefore ffckes by paines to pleafe the prowde, 
UnthankefuU wight compared well may bee, 
To hym that keeps a Cur which barkes as lowde. 
At Feaders face as when he foe doth fee. 
Or Viper eke, who long with carefuU thought, 
In wofuU wombe, hir tender younglings feedes, 
By whom at laft hir balefuU bale is wrought, 
Through their ingrate and moft vnfriendly deedes. 
Whofe nature is to worke the place moft griefe, 
Where they in time haue had full great reliefe : 
Of all ingrate foe h&re the gotten gaine. 
And onely hyre for well deferued paine. 



s 



Of Death. 

Ince death doth leade to lyfe, 
And lyfe if lafting ioy : 



To 
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To flay why make men ftrife, 
Where nought is but anoy. 

An/were. 







Hy men fuch ftrife doe fowe, 
To ftaye in place of pain, 
Where you the caufe would knowe, 
I geffe its worldly gaine. 
And fince the flefhe is fraile, 
Eche weake and feeble wight ; 
When death doth once afTaile, 
Refiftes with all their might. 
Then blame not wealthie wights, 
Which knowes of n^ede no lack : 
But Ijme in d^epe delights, 
To die though they drawe back. 
When n^edie foule in d^ede, 
Of death doth ftande in dr^ede. 

To one that f aim would fpeede^ 
yet doubtfull toproceede. 

S Cat would faine eate fiflie, 
Yet loth hir foote to wet : 
So lyeft thou ftill and wiflie. 
Where trauaile gaine fliould get. 
That labor firft brings gaine. 
Thou feeft by little Ante : 

D. iij. Who 
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Who through whot Sommers paine, 

Doth (hoon colde winters wante. 

The fw&te that Bee doth fuck, 

Comes not by lying ftill. 

The grapes for wine men pluck, 

Are gote by trauailes (kill 

The Marchant eke men know, 

Great goods by trauaile gaines ; 

The Plowman f€ede doth fow. 

To reape rewarde for paines. 

Not wiftie I fay therefore. 

But trauaile wealth doth winne : 

Who fo then will haue ftore. 

By trauaile muft beginne. 

Strong monftrous mounts to r€ele, 

Rough craggie rocks to rent ; 

And eke the (lurdie fteele. 

Oft trauaile makes relent. 

For trauaile is the way, 

Eche noble gift to gaine : 

Ufe therein no delay. 

And fpare thou not for paine. 

For who fo paine doth fpare. 

To fpeake where he would fp&de ; 

And makes eche doubt his care, 

A daflarde is in deede. 

The 
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The Louer being in the Countrie, Jhoiveth 

his good will to his Ladie in 

the Court 



X^i # 






Hough corps in Countrie b&, 

in Court my Countnance is : 
My ioy, my care, my lyfe, my death, 
Mine endlefle bale or blis, 
My pleafure, pine, and pain, 

my help my harme alfo : 
My gp"iping griefe, my greateft gaine, 

my friend and eke my fo. 
And doubtfuU though to fome, 

to fcan this cafe to feeme, 
Yet you I know no wifedome want, 

much d&per doubts to deeme. 
'Wherefore I will omit, 

my minde at large to tell : 
left by the way fome watchman la}', 

to ring the larome bell. 
Such fpightfuU fpiders fnares, 

I aye do feeke to fhonne : 
JVs not the foolifhe Hie betraies, 

but greater harmes haue done, 
^ho pufte with poyfon ftrong, 

like Momus mates doe ftill 
Some difcorde caufe and bate in place, 

where elfe might grow good will. 

D.iiij. But 
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But let them worke their worfte, 

looke what I have profefte : 
If you commaunde I will performe. 

I fpare to fpeake the reft. 
And fo I doe conclude, 

and ceafe my ragged rime : 
As he that fltill of fchoole doth want, 

Pema/us mount to clime. 

To his Friend. R. H. 

Ith hatefull hawtie haunt not, 
For dainefull vizards daunt not : 
For witleffe vaunters faint not. 
For truthlefle taunters taint not. 

For fpightfuU fpiders fpare not, 

For curious carpers care not : 

But Huflie as thou haft begunne, 

Holde on thy race in vertue njnne. 

Tke Latter to his L. 

THe fierie flames, that faft on me doe flowe. 
The fecret fighes that waft my wofuU breft : 
The yfie colde I f^ele like flakes of fnowe. 
The hidden harmes that breede my great vnreft, 
By fancies force doe caufe fuch troubles tyde. 
That ftiip now fhakes which late in roade did ride. 
Anfwere. 
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An/were. 

WHere reafon rules, afTeflion fonde doth flie, 
And bewties beames no bitter bale may breed 
Where wifedome will, by vertues (kill doth tie, 
Cupidoes flames are quenched forth with fp^d. 
Let reafon then thy will by wifedome guide, 
So (halt thou fafely fhonne this trembling tide. 



.0?i ^') 
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Golde corrupteth. 

Hough moft where welth doth flowe. 
Men fayning friendfliip fliowe : 
Yet faythfuU friend in deede. 
Is knowne in time of neede. 




Aunfwere. 

lit nowe we ffcle and finde, 
A thing to true in d€ede : 
Where man be foe or friende. 
The Golde and goods fliall fpeede. 

For vertues all are fhut, 

Unto the lower place : 

And money loft is put, 

Eche learned head to face. 

If money none thou haft. 

Thou art not worth a flie : 

Thy credit cleane is paft, 

All vertues hufht doe lie. 
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A learned man, but poore, 
Is counted doting foole : 
Wife Virgill (lands at dore, 
To goe againe to fchoole. 
Yet once I hope to f(6e, 
AH money go for droffe : 
And vertue high to We, 
To winne hir wrongfull loffe. 

A Poejie. 

ESteeme a friend, Breede not a fmart. 
Let vertue creafe : Right to difgrace. 

In friendly minde, As ioyfuU lot, 

Sometime is peace. Doth me adigne, 

As flowers fpring, By goodnefle got, 

But fone doe fall : O ioy is mine. 

Euen fo eche thing Vaine nay, if m&, 

Terreftriall. Refufe me h&re : 

Hope feedeth hart, Nay fone fliall fee, 

Ere loue take place : Eche wounde me tfere. 

The vncertaintie of this 
worlds, 

AS Player playes on ftage till parte be done. 
So man alike his race one earth doth runne. 
To day alyue in filkes and fine aray. 
To morrow dead and cladde with clot of clay, 
Of earthly things, loe here the flipper ftay. 

A 
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A Diet prefcribed to his Friend G. 

MY friend to holde thy harmleffe helth, 
a diet mud thou keepe : 
As Phificks Art (hall thee inftruft, 

men firft did learne to cr^epe. 
Abftaine thou ftill to f&de thy Flefhe, 

which fwelles in pampred pride : 
T' abftaine from fmne a meane there is, 

as fathers olde haue faide. 
And firil all noyfome lothed meate, 

that white is doe efchewe : 
As lime and paper, tallow, chalke, 

and from all partchment newe. 
From all meat (harpe, as dagger fwords, 

with kniues and (harped speares. 
From black, as tarre, and tarre box, pitch, 

and fut that chimney fmeares. 
From hard, that cannot well digeft, 

as millftone timber flint : 
But chiefly flie a female foole, 

O woes that doe not flint. 
From all meate light as fethers, flocks, 

flne downe and fitted haye : 
From heauie things, as lead and tinne, 

with braffe and yron aye. 
From all meate foft, as wooU and flaxe, 

bombafte and winds that bloe : 

From 
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From things but grofle as ft&ples, towres, 

tr^es walks and manye moe. 
From things but leane as rakes and forkes, 

with wodcocks billes and braine : 
With pothookcs potled, whetftone fmooth, 

all thefe are vices vaine. 

A lution. 

/| be not white through enuious wrath, 
^^ againft the captiues wife ; 

Nor be thou fliarpe to forrow them, 

lead black as pitch thou rife. 
Nor be thou hard vnto the poore, 

nor light to credit lies : 
Nor heauie be to preffe down wyt, 

till truth the matter tries. 
Go not to foft in flothfuU fort, 

to men of antique (lore: 
And leaue the wyttes that groiTer be, 

which are but leane in lore. 
Pluck down no houfe, nor pen things falfe, 

nor greafe thy booke with glofe : 
Seeke no man's death by enuious fling, 

for witlefle men be thofe. 
Flee doctrine falfe which makes th& black, 

to lurck in lothfome hell : 
Seeke not to farre that God hath hid, 

fooles braines be neuer well 

Let 
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Let chaftitie, prayer, abftinence, 

direfl a chriftian (heepe, 
No Paftor light Chrifts flock muft haue, 

but men mofl graue them keepe : 
Depaire no Church, nor auncient afte, 

in building be not floe. 
Conuey you not to other realmes, 

the fruites that heere doe groe. 
Flee fooliflie guides that roue at large, 

which truthlefle tongue doe ftraine ; 
As potled tales they prate aloft, 

fo thende will proue but vaine. 
To faft and pray, to helpe the poore, 

to profite all with good : 
This is a healthfull phiflck note, 

to flop the luftie blood. 

The Rofe. 

Hen as the myldeft Month, 

of loly June doth fpring : 
And Gardens greene with happy hue 
their famous fruites doe bring. 
When eke the luftieft time, 

reuiueth youthly blood : 
Then fprings the fineft featurde flowre, 

in border fayre that flood. 
"Which moveth me to fay, 
in time of pleafant y^ere. 

Of 
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Of all the pleafant flowres in lune, 
the red Rofle hath no p^ere. 

0/ Golde. 



OGratious Golde, 
Whofe glittring vie : 
Doth ch^ere and holde, 
Eche gazing eie. 
The fweete delight, 
That dwelles in th& 
Dothfpoyleechespight, 
And pouertie. 
It liftes aloft : 
Who late was loe : 
And fools makes oft, 
For wifeman goe. 
What loy, what gaine, 
What worldly thing, 
Doth want to them, 
That Golde doe bring ? 



Gold buildeth townes, 
Golde maketh ioy : . 
Golde cheereth clownes, 
Golde quelth anoy. 
Golde all can doe, 
Golde raignes alone : 
Alas what woe, 
Where Golde is none. 
Which I poor wyght. 
By proofe doe fife 
Which gladly feeke, 
That will not bee. 
But well I weare, 
If I might catch, 
White filver cldere : 
Which all men fnatch. 



The louer for/aken, bewayleth 
his ejtate. 

|\ Drooping hart depreft with deadly care, 
^^ whofe ftretched firings be crackt in peeces fmal : 
Thy fecret fighes thy panting oft declare. 
What heauie hap in wo to thee did fall : 

Nowe 
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Now crie thou clapt in chaines as captiue thrall, 

What hart can ioy alas in miferie, 

To beare the blafts, that well he would not fee ? 

The burdened Affe doth know his crib by courfe, 
The yoked Oxe doth fmell his ftrawie ftall : 
The ridden horfe the maunger gives remorfe. 
But my poore hart no falue may heale at all. 
Whome furious force aye threatneth fearce to fall. 
What (hall I fay, the time eche truth fhall trie : 
Till then I waile my woe with w&ping eie. 

Down deepe doth droope my dread moft dolorous. 
O hart difpatch to ende my hidden paine : 
Shall good for harme be had in credite thus, 
Eche honeft minde with ratling rage to ftraine : 
Then farewell ioy, welcome my woes againe, 
O what a woe is this in griefe to grone, 
And waile the want, where helpe I f£e is none. 

Being betweene two doubles^ he 
taketh aduifefnent 

TVyT Y pen now plie thy pafe, 

^^ ^ thy mailers paines to paint : 

For hart now fet in doubtfull cafe, 

begins to fall and faint. 
Now wyt declare thy might, 

now hands and learning (hoe : 
What beft for me a wofuU wight, 
that w6epes and wayles in woe. 

Much 
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Much better tis to (lay, 

than clime and take no holde : 
And rafhly graunt by deadly lure, 

vnto hir loue fo colde. 
For where two mindes are matchte, 

and thone mo loue will beare : 
There is nought elfe but forrowes hatcht, 

Thy reftleffe life to weare. 
What vailes the glittring Golde^ 

when loue is forcde to flee : 
And match with hir that others holde, 

and nought regardeth th^e. 
And fhe thy eyes fo blacks, 

by wile of fubtile kinde : 
That though thou fee hir craftie knacks, 

Yet will fhe make thfe blinde. 
Though thoufands thou poflfeft, 

And harte doth holde in hate : 
All fhall decay by wretchednefle, 

for yll will br&deth bate. 
But where as loue remaines, 

and difcord put to flight : 
There fprings the fount of ioyes and gaines, 

and concord (lands in might. 
There is the Paradife, 

and Pallace eke of peace : 
Where things but fmall of Ample prife, 

to valoures great encreafe. 

But 
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But out alas I die, 

a wretch in daungerous doubt : 
I f(Se that death before mine eie, 

hath fiedgde me round about. 
For hart that loues me beft, 

I cannot loue againe : 
And (he who caufeth mine vnreft, 

confidereth not my paine. 
Loe howe can I efcape : 

Alas what remedie : 
The Gods haue fure, fwome my mifhap, 

betweene thefe golfes to die. 
To brufe my baned bones, 

betwixt thefe raging rocks : 
In doubt of life I make my mones, 

and beare the cruell ftrokes. 
But hart thy felfe content, 

to frie and fr^efe a while : 
Though fickle fate be froward bent, 

yet fortune once maye fmile. 

Hejkeweth his rejllejfe minde tormented 

for want of relief e. 

Lone who failes the foming floodes, 
in (hip that wants a guide ; 
In ilormie (Ireames & thundring fhowres, 
in darke and trembling tide ; 

E. j. Doth 
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Doth feare the harmes of gaping golfes, 

and renting rocks doth mone. 
And wayles his moft vnhappie (late, 

in teares and hartie grone. 
So I vphoyft by wyffling windes, 

in worfer ftate then hee, 
Doe bide the brunt of bitter blades, 

and all alone for th6e. 
Alone for th& this fervile yoke, 

on labring neck I beare : 
For whome I oft doe wiflie to die, 

me wretched wight to weare. 
I waile in teares the whole day long, 

as my poore hart doth know : 
At night againe my bed I wafhe, 

with fobs of dolefuU (how. 
I crie and mone, I rage and runne, 

no foode delite my part : 
No Musick note or harmonie, 

can help, my helple(re hart. 
O fpill me not, that y^elde to th^e, 

if ought mifdone I haue. 
By great entreate and humble fute, 

my pardon here I craue : 
If mercie none thou haft, then giue, 

thy dreadfull dome forth on. 
And fone thou (halt of man condemnde, 

Ke execution. 

Liber tie. 
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Liber tie corrupteth youth. 

Y licence lewde, we ftill are worfe, 
When youthful! harts do rauge their corfe* 
Whofe life to launche at libertie, 
Brings rich eftate, to poore degree. 

The languijhing Lotur to 
his Ladie. 

Ealth I thee fende, if he may giue, 

that which himfelfe doth mifle : 

For thy fw^ete breft doth harbour whole, 

my bloudy bale or bliffe. 

I n^ede no fcribe to fcrie my care, 

in reftlefle rigour fpreade : 

They that beholde my chaunged ch^ere, 

alreadie iudge me dead. 

My baned limmes haue yeelded vp, 

their wonted ioy, to die : 

My helthlefle hande doth nought but wring, 

and drie my dropping eie. 

The deathly day in dole I paiTe, 

a thoufand times I craue : 
The noyfome night, againe I wiflie, 

the dolefuU day to haue. 

Eche howre to me moft hatefuU is, 

eche place doth vrge my woe. 

E.ij. No 
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No foode me feedes : clofe vp mine eie, 

to gaftly graue I goe. 
No phificks arte can glue the falue, 

to heale my painefuU parte : 
Saue oncly thou, the falue and fore, 

of this my captiue harte. 
Thou haft the forme that cut the wound, 

of my vnholpen paine : 
Thou canft and art the onely heipe, 

to heale the fame againe. 
In thfe my wealth, in th^ my woe, 

in thee to faue or fpill. 
In th€e my lyfe, in th^ my death, 

doth reft to worke thy will : 
O falue thou then my fecret fore, 

fith helth in th^e doe ftay : 
And graunt with fpeede my iuft requeft, 

whofe want workes my decay. 

Bicaufe no aunfwere was returned in- 
long time. 

Hen (hall this niedleffe filence ende, 
thy pdeuiHie pen to trie : 
Why, ftiall the wounde vnftopped bUede, 
in woe continuallie ? 
Correft this fault, this onely on^ 
then all thy bodie bieft : 

Shall 
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Shall haue no fpot or fault at all, 
for noble is the reft. 

H. to K. his Friend. 

Friend in truth to trie, 

Thy cunning (kill I craue : 
To helpe and cure my carefuU cafe, 
that brings my corps to graue. 
To th^e I doe confeffe, 

the griefe that gripes my hart : 
For lacke of that which fome poiTefTe, 

my countnance may me fmart. 
Though nought I feare difpatre, 
yet giue me falue for fore : 
My handes, my hart, my might, my minde, 
are fixt for euermore. 

/. K. to his Friend H. 



"nm. 
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Hat n^edft thou thus to crie and care, 
before the ftroke doth fall : 
And eke to f<£eke a fauing falue, 
^ where is no wounde at all ? 

To forf<6e lurcking euilles in time, 

yet counte I wit difcreete : 
To bende thy bowe ere broyle be made, 

alfo I d^eme it m^ete. 
But paiTe thou not for moltring muck, 
the peftlent poole of woe : 

E. iij. No 
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No griefe, no grudge, no broyle or bate, 

but doth from pennie groe. 

The graue and wife Philofophers, 
as Serpents fled the fame : 

And wilt thou then a Christen man 

therewith go fpot thy name ? 
Euen now me thinks I heare thy founde, 

foft buffing at mine eare : 
Which fays necefTitie compelles, 

to get thys worldly geare. 
For when we want who well may Hue ? 

But if we bound in flore : 
Commodities then ofTreth made, 

a falue for euery fore. 
Our credite eke the fame doth creafe, 

our friends the better are : 
Who m^etes riche man but him falutes, 

cap of and head full bare : 
If thou haue goods thou mayfl obtaine, 

thy worthie countnance bent : 
Alas my friend ifl lack of drofTe, 

that br^edes th^e wrong contempt ? 
No no not fo I anfwere th6e, 

neceflitie is fmall : 
With little flore is nature fed, 

it craues no hoord at all. 
Nor fhall thou want but mayfl liue well, 

though not aboundance floe ; 

He 
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He feekes no meane that ftill is bent, 

on hillie heapes to groe. 
If great be welth, yet none be thine, 

a ftewarde God th6e made : 
If none thou haft, lament thou not, 

but rather be thou glade. 
Bicaufe thou deane deliuered art, 

of great and heauie pack : 
And eke thou haft another day, 

a lefTe account to make. 
But hope thou well : the fparrowes fmall, 

our God hath care to fee : 
And thinkft thou then O faythlefle man. 

That God forgetteth th6e ? 
Can riches make thde wifer man } 

or good or learned more : 
Or vertuous or yonger man ? 

alas thefe helps be poore. 
But men will kneele and crouch to th^e, 

loe yet howe fonde we play : 
They honor not thy perfon man, 

but goodes and clothes fo gay. 
But goodes get friends, but none of thine, 

they faune and flatter fr^e : 
If fortune frowne, thefe truftie geftes,^ 

will fcantly ftande to thee. 
The truth it felfe hath verified, 

a richmans cafe to trie. 

E. iiij. What 
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What Camell can cr^epe out wyth eafe, 

euen at a needles eie ? 
What (lore of welth enriched th6e, 

when from the earth thou came ? 
What riches eke (hall follow th^e, 

returning to the fame ? 
Therefore my friend content with (kill, 

To cheere thy grieued minde : 
For want of vile and clammy clay, 

will countnance be vnkinde ? 
No, vertues (hall maintaine thy (lore, 

that neuer (halt thou lack : 
Shall pelfing tra(he a worthie hart, 

from earned loue driue back ? 
Then let not want of welth that rottes, 

fo pinch in pyning plight : 
No glittring Golde no heaped horde, 

can vertue put to flight. 
Thy wit, thy works, thy hart and grace, 

thy (kilfull head fo wife : 
Thy iud reporte by vertue gote, 

thy hidden qualities 
Which lurcking lie in bred of thine, 

but once I hope the fame 
Shall take the roote to fpring abroade, 

to creafe thy gentle name. 
What (hall I fay ? I wUl omit 

with pen thy praife to paint : 

Thou 
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Thou haft the goodes that euer dure, 

my friend then doe not faint. 
Difpaire thou not, for thou haft more, 

then well thy felfe dothe knowe. 
No welth thou wantft that true.welth is, 

receyue this'falue I (hoe. 
If I could get to thy content. 

Though Venus, face Ihe had. 
Though Pallas powre, though lunos wit, 

in'p^erleffe iewels clad, 
Though all the goodes of A raise, 

with thoufand thoufands fr^e : 

She did poiTefle, oh truft me well. 

Yet would I give hir th^ 
For would flie haue a prudent fpoufe, 

in fafetie found to b^e : 

If I fhoulde choofe, by practife proude, 

beleeue me thou art h^e. 

A Poefie. 

SMall tyme hath man on earth to ftay, 
In time therefore take heed I fay. 

Another. 

S Flowres frefhe to day. 

To morrow in decay : 

Such is thuncertaine ftay 

That man hath here alway. 

The 
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The Lauer whofe loue begonne in time offpringy 

declares hawe natures force then 

workes in euery 

thing. 

A LI things on earth doe much reioyce, 
In fw^ete returne of pleafant fpring. 

The birds declare by their fhrill voice. 

When ioyfuUy they fit and fing. 

What pleafures great they take and finde, 
without anoy of ftorme or winde. 

The nightingale then fteps in place, 

Whofe cunning tunes exc^ede the reft : 

The (laundrous bride eke (howes hir face, 

In euery nooke as bolde as beft. 

The creking Crow and carrion Kight, 
Not paffe the fpring without delight 

The Dooues which Venus birds men call, 

And other fowle of land and lake. 

Full welle doe knowe the time is fall, 

Wherein eche thing, doth wiihe a make. 
Wherefore as nature them doth binde, 
Eche one a Feere fayles not to iinde. 

The Robine fmall, and peeping Wren, 

The Tidie trim, and Titmus ^eke, 

Full faft themfelves, doe couple then. 

And fpares no fport that doth them leeke. 

The 
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The Sparrow hops from fpray to fpray, 
Where he with Hen hath pleafant play. 

Eche beaft alfo : away doth (hake, 

His weather wome, and winter hue : 

And che^refuUy their chofen make, 

With happie hope doe pad perfue. 

The wretched wormes to ioyne in loy, 
In pleafant fpring are nothing coy. 

Sith natures force doth thus appeere, 

In birdes and beaftes which be but brute. 

To graunt him grace^ why Ihould you feare, 

Whome liking leads to tempt his fute. 
Who f<6ekes but that among the reft, 
Which natures lawe doth him beheft. 

A Poejte. 

WHere vice abounds and vertue doth abate, 
No one thing ftayes in good or happie ftate. 
Flie vice therefore and vertue doe imbrace : 
Which will th6e heaue vnto the higheft place. 

Being vexed with the care of the worlde^ 
he comforieth himfelfe. 

MY phantafie, tormenteth m^e, 
for worldly thing to care : 
How to prouide, mine age to guide, 
fome ftedfaft land to beare. 

Eche 
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Echc time of day, thefe cares me ftay, 

but all I f6e is vaine : 
My braines to beat, thefe goodes to get, 

not one will eafe my paine. 
For euerie man, doth what he can, 

to ridde himfelfe from iagges : 
And fome by hooke, and fome by crooke, 

doe fill their gr^die bagges. 
All honeftie is forft to flie, 

and lawes doe holde their peace : 
They care not how, fo goods doe gfrow, 

their worldly carks to preife. 
A thoufand flights eche dales and nights, 

in head I doe conceaue : 
Yet none I finde, can feme my minde, 

my worldly woes to leaue. 
For if I lack, and bare be back, 

though wyt and grace be great : 
Yet credit dies, and worfhip flies, 

no friendes then (halt thou get 
For nowe they doe eft^eme men fo, 

as riches mounts on hie : 
The godly minde, they fet behinde, 

and vertues all doe lie. 
Thefe things doe wame, to voyde the harme, 

lome welth in youth to peeke : 
But yet alas, I Midas AfTe, 

this geere in vaine doe ffeke. 

But 
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But why (hould I, thus wofullie, 

in cares my yeres difpende : 
The thing to ii^ that will not b^e, 

vntill that God it fende. 
Marke well the plight, the birds fo light, 

that finely fed, doe fing : 
They reaper nor fow, nor plow, nor moe, 

they want no earthly thing. 
And vewe eche howre, the little flowre, 

and Rofes frefhe that groe : 
They carde nor fpin, on fpindle thin, 

their common d^eds to fhoe. 
Yet Salomon, that Prince alone, 

in all his royalti^ 
Was not fo gay, as one of they, 

of p^erlefle foueraigntie. 
Short time God lend, our lyfe to fpende, 

in this mod wretched vale : 
For fpace of howre, fcant ftande we fure, 

from dart of death fo pale. 
The yong trulie, as fone may die, 

as men of elder age : 
All things are fraile, and all Ihall quaile, 

as fire ihall them difcharge. 
All dignitie, is daunger hie, 

and pouertie is harde : 
All welth is doong, no ioyes be long, 

why (houlde I then regarde ? 

The 
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The man is blell, that lyues at reft, 

in his eflate content : 
Who lacks no things, what more haue kings, 

of all his landes and rent ? 
I fee full plaine, that fome whofe paine, 

haue hoorded riches great : 
By fodaine glay, are whipt away, 

for paines no fruite they get 
Then phantaTie torment not m^, 

for humaine things fo fcant : 
God will foref^, for his that We, 

they [njothing (hall not want. 

Of Degrees. 

!He higher eftate, the greater feare, 
The greater welth, the leffer cheare. 
The poore degree, that hues content. 
He fmgs although his goods be fpent. 
And who can fing fo merrie a note. 
As he that cannot change a grote 

That men ought to be promoted to dignitie, 
onely by wortkie deedes. 

Ot long difcent and name, 
doth make a noble king ; 

But noble hart and factes of fame, 
his royall ilate Ihall bring. 

Nobilitie 
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Nobilitie deflowres, 

when d^edes can get no grace : 
To boaft and bragge of aunceftors, 

it is a witlefTe cafe. 
For noble d^edes of them^ 

account not for thy factes : 
For thy owne deeds (hall th^e commend, 

and not an others actes. 
Nor men deferue the crowne, 

and doubtie diademe. 
By birth or welth, leife (kill redowne, 

by vertues great in them. 
For Fortune may as then, 

make kings as pleafeth her : 
Since (he the riche and noble men, 

to fcarlets can prefer. 
But greateft golde giue place, 

to vertue left fo frafhe ; 
For golde wife men that knowe tlie cafe, 

doe count but trifling traflie. 
In hartes be princes bolde, 

and not in golden cheftes : 
For that man rules, and is not rulde, 

when this man ruled is. 
Nor bewtie faire can blafe, 

a kingly honour hie : 
For that doth vade as flowres doe fall, 

and fone that grace will die. 

Let 
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Let courage ftoute replie, 

and valiant hartes inflame : 
By puiiTance aduentures trie, 

thy famous Factes to frame. 
Now Tacked Troy is brent, 

by proofe of poUicies : 
He is not m^ete of kings difcent, 

that like a cowarde flies. 
Therefore he is a king, 

that like a king doth guide : 
And though no kingdome be for him, 

yet he is king in d^ede. 

A Poejie. 

STrauge fight to f^, what toyle feme worldlings 
For flipper flime y' fone wil them forfake : (take 
Whofe gr^edie guttes, no reafon may fuflice. 
The muck on mowlde fo blinded hath their eies. 

Another. 

SMall thing that righteous doth pofliefle, 
More worth than wickeds great excefle. 

The Louer to his L. 
Hen that he fawe of worthie fame, 

chade fpoufe by tried trade : 
Who can depaint the paffing game, 

that then Vltffes made ? 

When 
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When Paris got the lem of Greece, 

his fportes furpafled then ; 
Who brought hir home a flowre of price, 

vnto his Countrie men. 
With ioyes the Nightingal gan rayfe, 

hir right recorded fong : 
Wherein flie gettes the p^erleffe prayfe, 

The bufhie birdes among. 
The Marchant made, with windy failes, 

that richely tumes againe : 
Doth ioy for gaine of his auailes, 

efcaping deeper paine. 
The warde and heire of noble landes, 

when as his yeres are gone : 
Is glad he fcapes his tutors handes, 

for which he gaped long. 
Yet I in ioyes furmount them all, 

and more it pleafeth mee : 
That to my hap thy lotte did fall, 

as bed it pleafed thee. 
For th^e then is my ioyfull parte, 

and eke to doe th^e good : 
Here th^e inclofde I hide my harte, 

and brewe my hartie blood. 
Wherein fuch liuely loue beholde, 

that pen cannot exprefle : 
Nor can my tongue the fame vnfolde, 

my wyts, defcrie much leffe. 

F. j. No 
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No triithleflfe tales in thy difpraife, 

that blockifh braines can frame : 
Shall tume my truth from th6e awaies, 

or fpot thy giltleffe name. 
Thou art my deare with vertues fpred, 

God th^e in pleafures keepe : 
On th^e I thinke on wakeful! bed. 

When others fw6etely fleepe. 
I dreame of thee in flumbring reft, 

and thinke thou prefent art : 
I thinke my felfe then surely bleft, 

from th^e loth to depart 
But when deluding dreame doth vade, 

I figh with groning cheere : 
Me f(6emth I doe perceyue thy (hade, 

alas thou art not h^ere. 
I grope about the wales for th^e, 

as to pofTefle th6e faine : 
But at the laft full wofuUy, 

I f(6e my fanfide braine. 
Farewell I fay my onely care, 

God fend it true to b^e : 
That which my phanfie did declare, 

that lately dreampt of th^e. 

I. K. to his Friend H. 

THe fhip I faw but late beare loftie faile. 
And martch amid the waues of waters wilde : 

Whofe 
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Whofe courage ftoute I dfemde no ftorme myght 
When I hir vewde fo faft & firmely field. (quaile, 
With temped toil his forfte now faile to ftr^eke, 
And in hir prime doth houering harbor f(6eke. 

H. to his Friend K. 

T Hough blufhing blafts caufe fhip, to harber haft 
To whome the Seas with rigrus rage threates 
Whofe cables cut & ankers worne & waft, (wrack> 
Is forfte ftr^eke fayle in this fo great a lack. 
When Neptune yet with mightie Mafe in hande, 
Shall ftay the furge of furious foming flood : 
This Ihip repairde may fafely faile to land, 
Nought dreding Eolt4s breth that was fo wood. 

So Howell hopes his howlk fuch port (hall finde, 
When ftormes be paft as wil content his minde. 

That learning and knowledge is/ureji riches. 

WHome welth doth highft aduance, 
Oft failes by fome mifchaunce : 
But once winne cunning fkill, 
With thee it ftandeth ftill. 

The Louer receyuing no recompence for entire loue 
compareth himfelfe to the vn- 
bickie fouldiour. 

THe Souldiour ftill that warres, 
in manie a ftormie fhowre : 

F. ij. Perchaunce 
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Ferchaunce returnes without rewarde, 

in moft vnluckie howre : 
So I in fouldiours trade, 

to fight, to watch and warde, 
And eche way fought hir once to pleafe, 

which giues me fmall regarde : 
For though I prefent were, 

to doe what (he would craue. 
Yet nowe an other fhall poffeffe, 

the thing I thought to haue. 
Though I the toyle did take, 

this pleafant plot to plowe : 
Yet others reape the fineft fruites, 

of my true tilladge nowe. 
What, ferued not my loue, 

that breft fo fw^etely bare, 
And fhall I thus an wofuU wretch, 

be fnapt in fugred fnare ? 
Then may I grone in griefe, 

and eke abhorre the place 
Where firft I learnde with earneft hart, 

to loue that graceleffe grace. 
Is this your tried troth, 

that fprang from rooted hart ? 
How frayle is then the female flock, 

that counterfeits their fmart f 
When all men doe rejoyce, 

yea rude and brutiflie beaft ; 



Then 
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Then I in curfed cares doe dwell, 
my carkes are more encreaft. 
The bleffed birdes doe fmg, 

and Lady Ver retornes, 
And pleafant fightes begin to growe, 

among the thriftles thomes. 
But yet doe I lament 

with teares where I remaine : 
For that for troth and loyall loue, 

thou loufte me not againe. 
Adue thou frofen hart, 

and voice of hardned yre : 
Yet tract of time fhall trie me true, 

as iuftice doth defyre. 
And fince thou falfe haft bene, 

that f<£eft and wilt not ffe, 
Perhaps thou mayft as yet repent, 

that thou forfookeft m^. 
But linck where loue doth light, 

thy courfe runne out in this : 
Take h^ede, fone whot, fone cold they fay, 

his loue you yet may miflfe. 
Not all that gliftereth bright, 

may beare the name of golde : 
Nor he that faies he loues th^e well, 

the truth perhaps hath tolde. 
Some loue for riches ftore, 

as commonly we f(6e : 

F. iij. But 
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But neuer one I euer loude, 

more then I loued thee : 
But out alas farewell, 

I did it to my coft ; 
I liude in hope but all in vaine, 

my labours all are lofte. 
Thou art my wofull wounde, 

and caufe of all my fmart : 
Which dolle me hate and cleane refufc, 

the loue of faithfull hart 
Nowe doe I well perceyue, 

and proue it to my paine : 
How great a griefe it is to loue, 

and not be loude againe. 

E.P. 

BY fancies force loe here my gaine. 
Untimely death prouokt my paine : 

Aunfwere. H. 

SUch fonde affects declares th^ plaine, 
Of f^ble force or foolifh braine. 

To T. A. 
Ike as the mafed Malarde lyes, 
And fayne would file if not for fear^ 
Leaft Fawcon fierce when he doth rif^ 
Should y^lde alas fair threatned cheare; 
Right 
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Right fo with me it now doth reft, 
That gladly would obey your heft. 

Aun/were. 

Hough doubtfuU dread caufe Malard wifei 
Oft ftay the flight, where he would light ; 
Yet time he fpies, wherein to rife, 
And flie to feare in pleafant plight. 

When Fawcon fierce fliall nought anoy, 

Like time I truft will worke our ioy. 

lackejhowes his qtuilities and great 
good will to lone. 

Mine owne zw^et lone, let me not mone, 
no more I th^e require : 
But as I craue, fo let me haue, 

the thing I doe defire. 
And ich (hall ftill euen at thy will, 

be readie at thy hande : 
To fling to fpring and runne at ring, 

whilft ich am able ftande. 
With cap and knee, ich will ferve th^e, 

what fhould ich more declare ? 
Thy minde to pleafe, and body eafe, 

is onely all my care. 
Though icham not, zo z^emlie chwot, 

as bene the Courtnoles gay : 
Yet chaue a flaile, that will not faile, 

to thrafhe both night and day. 

F. iiij. And 
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And vor manhood, cham zure cham good, 

vor all our Towne can zay : 
How ftout ich flood, with Robart Whood, 

when Baldoone Volke vetcht may. 
And eke ich pas, both more and las, 

in dauncing Downtoones rounde : 
To trip to fkip and handle a whip, 

cham zure my p^ers not vound. 
To cloute a fhooe, ich ma tell you, 

veowl cunnigare there b^e : 
And eke to theatch, whare can ye veatch, 

another like to m^e. 
In hufbandry, icham truely, 

ycounted to excell : 
Y^ and ich can, if n^ede be than, 

waight at the table well. 
For once ich went, vp into Kent, 

with the headman of our Towne : 
Where ich did waite, at euery baite, 

chee vore the cham no clowne. 
Why for my manner, ich beare the banner, 

before my Lorde of May : 
No Countrie man, there is that can, 

teach me tho I doe zay. 
And further more, thou knoweft gay ftore 

of good will fall to m6e : 
Vor vather zed, when he is dead, 

that all mine owne fliall b^e. 

Both 
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Both Calfe and Cowe, and our g^eat Zowe, 

that viftene Pigges did varro : 
Euen at one t}mie fhall then be mine, 

and eke our newe wh^elbarro. 
Befide all this^ ich (hall not mis 

of red ones to haue ftore : 
That zawe no zunne, nor yet the moone, 

of yeres cham zewer a fcore. 
And all my lone^ {halt thou alone, 

at thy commaundment haue : 
If ihou wilt let me frifcoles vet, 

in place where ich doe craue. 

The Louer almojl in dtfpaire^ Jhoweth his 
great greefe and craues redreffe. 

I Hou art the braunch that fw^etely fprings^ 

whofe hart fo founde and true 
Can onely ch^ere me wofuU wight, 
or force by want to rue. 
Then giue to me the fap I third, 
which gift may gfiue me ioy : 
I meane thy firme and faithfuU loue, 
whofe want breedes mine anoy. 
Remember yet the friendly wordes, 

jrpaft betwiene vs twaine : 
Foiget him not, for loue of th^e, 
that fighes in fecret paine. 



r^' s^^ 
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I oft doe r<ieme in companie, 

a gladfome face to beare : 
But God thou knowft my inward woes, 

and cares that rent me there. 
And that I may gufh out my griefe, 

in fecret place alone : 
I bid my friends farewell in haft, 

I fay I muft be gone. 
Then haft I faft with heauie hart, 

in this my dolefull cafe : 
Where walkes no wight but I alone, 

in drowfie defart place. 
And there I empt my laden hart, 

that fwelde in fretting mone : 
My fighes and plaint and panges I tell, 

vnto my felfe alone. 
What (hall I fay, doe aike me once, 

why all thefe forrowes b& : 
I aunfwere true, O foe or friend, 

they all are made for th^e. 
Once knit the linck that loue may haft, 

then ftiall my dolors ceafe : 
It lies in th^e and wilt thou not, 

the yeelding wight releafe } 
O would to God It lay in me, 

to cure fuch gfriefe of thine : 
Thou fhouldft not long be voide of helpe, 

if twcre in powre of mine. 

But 
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But I would run and raunge in ftormes, 

a thoufand miles in paine : 
Not fearing foyle of friends to haue, 

my Countnance whole againe. 
And wilt thou then all mercilefle, 

more longer torment mie 
In drawing back, fith my good helpe, 

is onely whole in thee ? 
Then fende me dofe the hewing knife, 

my wyder wounde to ftratch : 
And thou (halt fte by wofuU griefe, 

of life a cleane difpatch. 
When thou (halt faye and proue it true, 

my harte entirely loude : 
Which loft the lyfe for Countnance fweete 

from whome he neuer moude. 
Write then vpon my moumefuU toombe, 

thefe verfes grauen aboue : 
Here lies the heart, his truth to trie, 

that loft his life in loue. 
Loe, faue or fpill thou mayft me nowe, 

thou fitft in iudgement hie : 
Where I poore man at barre doe ftande, 

and lowde for life do crie. 
Thou wilt not be fo mercileffe, 

to flea a louing hart : 
Small praife, it is, to conquer him, 

that durft no where to ftart. 

Then 
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Then heale the hart that loues th6e well, 

vntill the day he die : 
And firmely faft thy fayth on him, 

that's true continually. 
Then fhall I bleffe the pleafant plot. 

Where firft I fawe thy face : 
And fay the Gods haue thee indude, 

With giftes of goodly grace. 
Whofe vertues mixt with pittie great, 

hir CounfeU fought to faue : 
Who being voyde of hir goode heipe, 

long fince had line in graue. 

I. K. (U his Frimds (Upariure. 

Gainft neceflitie, 

there is no lawe they fay : 
But (hall fuch niede bereaue perforce, 
_ my deareft friend away. 

No ftroke doth fall fo feU, 

But wifedome yet may ware : 
So though my hope mull niedes bcgon, 

yet this doth crufhe my care. 
That he is onely gone. 

utilitie to gaine : 
And ftill I Ho to fee him well; 

in ioy retumde £^ine. 

His friends that frclhely fare, 

will not his hart refelL 

God 
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God fende th^e fafe thy (oules defire, 

to pleafe thee paflfing well 
Then ihall I yet reioyce, 

that thou deparft from mie : 
To fet thy felfe in founder fort, 

as once I hope to f6e. 
When as thou (halt take rode, 

within the Hauen of blis : 
Till then, to beare with patience, 

the chiefeft heipe it is. 
God fende th6e well to doe, 

in due delight to dwell : 
God fend th^ that thou moft defirft, 

Mine owne good Ho farewell 

H. his aunfwere to his 
Friend K. 

[Erforce though Pilate b^e 

which haftes thy Ho, away 
I From pleafant porte, where ftill behinde, 
his lem of joy doth ftay : 
Yea though the furious floodes, 
his beaten barke doe wafte, 
Which gaping gulfes oft threatneth fore 

to fwallow vp in hafte : 
Yet diftance none fo great, 

nor plundge of prefent paine 

Shall 
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Shall caufe me once my friend forget, 

whilft lyfe in Urn (hall raigne, 
Whofe ftedfaft truth well tiyed, 

whofe golden giftes of grace : 
Whofe manlie minde, whofe friendfhip firme, 

who hues and will not brace ? 
Let fortune worke hir worft, 

and fpoute hir fpightfuU fpight : 
In welth in wo in ioy in care, 

yet I in thee delight. 
To whome ten thoufande thankes 

I y^eld for thy good will : 
And where thou woul[d](l, me one good hap, 

I wiflie thee twentie ftill. 
Farewell O Titus true, 

whofe lyke were harde to finde : 
Farewell for faith a Phoenix firme, 

O curteous Keeper kinde. 

A Poejie, 

Expend my words whiche foule w** hart doth write 
Let that be loude which loues thee pafling well : 
In fpace comes grace, as worthie wits recite, 
Soule hart and hand thou haft no more I tell. 
Attend on God and waite his will to worke, 
Be fober, wife, difcr^ete in time and place : 
Efteeme a friend where eameft hart doth lurke. 
Trie ere thou truft, and (honne no poore mans Cafe. 

Higher 
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Higher who dims, the deeper downe he fell. 
But fet my broken barke in calme to ftarte : 
Reiect no right, lofe not a heauen for helL 
Applle to purchafe praife by due defarte. 
Deride no wight, the befl good ayde may mend, 
Beware betime, be wife in courtefte : 
Ufe time and place as may to vertue tend, 
Right thus thou mayft thy praife amount on hie. 
No wight, no welth, no hart (but thou alone) 
Enforceth me at times to ioy and mone. 

To his C 

MY wofull hart with pinching paine oppreft 
My carefuU corps yclad with heauineflfe : 
My reftleflfe lims, that takth no quiet reft. 
Doe wifhe for death the ende of deepe diftrelTe. 
Why (hould I then prolong my dayes in paine. 
Why doe I feeke to heate my helthleffe hart : 
Or why doth lyfe in languifht limes remaine, 
And ftill increafe my bitter bale and fmart 
When hart when hands when corps & foule to die, 
Doe willing yeelde as lothing lenger lyfe : 
And death alone is ende continuallie, 
Of worldly woes of curfed care and ftrife, 
Which fiercely flow on me to worke my fpight : 
Since I of force muft now forgo thy fight, 
Whofe face to vewe was onely my delight. 

To 
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Plefavnt PoStm 
To kisfayned Friends. 

! Hough fome perchaunce there Me, 
That would me gladly fpot : 
Yet ihall they neuer Ke, 
Such chaunce to light my lot. 
Ne yet their craftie wayes. 
So clofely clokte fliall winnc 
To them but little prayfe. 
If once I doe beginne : 
Hereafter comes not yet, 
Pe[rfor]ce a time I truft : 
Will feme wherein to m^te, 
With fuch as bee vniuft 
Wherefore thefe words I vfe, 
I nothing neede to tell : 
Nor you thereon to mufe, 
Who knowes my meaning well 

A Poejie. 

IN morning ftill when thou doft rife, 
fee that in minde thou haue ; 
To fpende the day which doth enfue, 
as bed fhould be thy graue. 



T 



Another. 
Here nothing is that nature here bath wrought, 
Shall not confume and turne at laft to nought 
FINIS. 
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A fareweU to his Friend T. Hooper. 
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Hen as the foking fap, 

crept vp on fpraies that budde : 
And blofomde branch with goodly gr^ene 
gan cloth the naked woode. 
When Winters horie froftes, 

milde March enforft to flee : 
Then came my golden faithfuU friend, 

and fwdetely cheered mde. 
Whofe face at firft to vewe 

m^e mufde full wonderous : 
For I afTone had thought to fee, 

of Troy king Priamus. 
He cheerde my drooping hart, 

in heauie hap that ftoode : 
With him to be, with him to talke, 

was all my chiefefl foode : 
Eche drop of liuely bloud, 

that fldpt in fpnnging vaines, 
Did leape for heape of pafling fport 

of hart, where ioy remaines. 
Whome I haue thirfted oft, 

in wifhing hart full faine : 
Now is he come, but O alas, 

he fone is gone againe. 
And wilt thou now departe, 

from me on fodaine thus : 

G.j. Then 
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Then may I fay all ioy is vaine 

and worlde growes worfe and worfe. 
And though that flowers in May, 

doe ch^re the laughing fieldes : 
Yet winters ftormes with pinching colde, 

the woodes of leaues beguiles. 
Thus chaunge of time and place, 

doth chaunge a mans degree : 
And richeft man in greatefl ioy, 

may chaunce in woe to die. 
So when the howre was come, 

that hope retumes me fro : 
In heauie moning wayling hart, 

farewell I fay in wo. 
Farewell my Damon d6ere, 

now loth depart I fing : 
And lingring ftefM againft their will, 

from thee my corps did bring. 
And downe vnto my hart 

there dropt the drops of care : 
And inwardly my fobs I foope, 

that rake and rent me thare. 
Now all my ioy is gone, 

and I in dumps are cail : 
O would to God thy fw^te abode, 

might harmeleiTe euer laft. 
If will were now in force, 

to thee my flight (hould bee : 



Where 
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Where are the Mufes nine that fing, 

in heauenly harmonie. 
But nowe we muft depart, 

faire wordes falfe friend men fay, 
Nor he that files his fmoothed fpeeche, 

is faithful! friend alway. 
The God deuine th^ keepe, 

in firme feltcitie : 
And break the bragges of curfled curres, 

that iarre their teeth at th^e. 
That fo thy fatall thrfede, 

well fpoon may ftedfaft flan, 
To runne the race of Nejiors yieres, 

a golden aged man. 
And farewell friend in d^ede, 

farewell my towre of trufl : 
Would I might alwayes bide with thee, 

farewell fince n^edes it mufl. 

To his Frowarde Friend, 

MEn fay in common tales, 
into a Prouerb gone : 
More better tis a badde excufe, 

at all then to haue none. 
And was I in the blame. 

you knew well what I ment : 

And though I winkt in colourde fort, 

you knewe my whole intent. 

G. ij. If 
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If great your grace had bene, 

you might perceyue well this : 
For little fignes are knowne full well, 

where great affection is. 
And eke of peering fparke, 

doth growe a flalhing flame : 
Loe now I fee you will not know, 

though well you knewe the fame. 
But of fuch womans mindes, 

eche man a flore may finde : 
Which ftill in things that pleafeth not, 

forfooth they will be blinde. 
And where they fanAe not, 

the thing they haue in hande : 
They fay good Sir be packing hence, 

I cannot vnderilande. 
And iince it is your wont, 

as plaine I doe perceaue : 
I pray you giue me licence nowe, 

to take my humble leaue. 
For I muft n^edes be dead, 

but not before to morrow : 
My death requires no emeft haft, 

I neede not greatly forow. 
But yet I lie in care, 

I cannot (leepe for loue : 
No more then he that fleepes all night, 

and neuer once doth moue. 

What 
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What (hall I doe poore foule, 

alack how I doe mone : 
WTien that my ftomack well is fed, 

my lull to meate is gone. 
Beholde what care I take, 

my teares doe flow as faft : 
As Aprill fhowres doe fall in June, 

when will my plaint be paft : 
Alas good ilmple peate, 

of dull and feeble braine : 
You know not well the worde for tries, 

God wote ye are full plaine. 
But eafie truely tis, 

your ignoraunce to (how : 
In things which by your froward will, 

you neuer fought to know. 
Farewell my friendly foe, 

as plaine God wote ye bie : 
So pray I once that you may haue, 

your two eies well to fee. 
And well to vnderftande, 

of me your true loue loft : 
If blinde ye bie, fmell yet before, 

take hiede, beware the paft. 
I doubt not but in fpace, 

you (hall your fight obtaine. 
When as perchaunce you may defire, 

your true loue olde againe. 

The 
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Ths opinion he hath of his Friend abfent, 

THy right difcent from worthie auncetrie, 
Hath iuftly gote a praife by their good factes : 
Of all, as well the high as low degr^, 
Much more yet gote thou haft by thy owne actes. 
As well thy workes, thy will, thy wyt doe teach, 
Still feeking that, which palTeth not thy reach. 
Lyke lyte thou leads, that poore for thee doth pray, 
Upon their knees thy gentle race to fende : 
Their n6edie futes with helping hande to ftay, 
The thing which thou doeft prudently pretend. 
Race rightly rulde, of breft in iuftice bolde, 
Eche vertue feekes hir harbour here to holde. 
Loe what miftiap hath maymed me fo fore, 
Like one of thine that there I may not dwell : 
Efte^me me not the leffe of Dunfter ftore. 
Since hart is there, where care doth corps expell. 
Quaint fortune frownes on me fo egerlie, 
Unatiue foyle that beft I may not be. 
Except my minde I doe not th^e forget : 
Although farre thence false fortune doth me fet. 
Runne rightly foorth, as right thou haft begon, 
Then trump (hall found y^ haft the Conqueft woon. 

Fraunces Flower in the commendation 

of the Authour, 

THe Schooles of (kill maintayned are, 
by yonglings hote defier : 
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And 9o^G>9 all decrepide playnth, 
his Mufes fimple hier, 

For Nature now is girte to giue, 

the price of mickle praife : 
To fuch a wight fo worthie welth, 

to paiTe his foundrifle daies. 

O happie hande to frame the moulde, 

in cche confenting parte : 
That dare when Mufe moft perfite is, 

compare it felfe with arte. 

Pallas ycleped learnings Quiene, 

if Mars in armour were : 
The fierce attempt of Natures will, 

may well and well forbeare. 

For (he alone can worke hir will, 

as Ladie of hir lift : 
But f deble is the force of arte, 

where Nature doth refill. 

No light but of the heauen, 

no furie but of hell : 
No vertue if Minerua fayle, 

as fcience oft doth tell. 

Then 
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Then mufe no whit to fee a gift, 
ygraft in this my friende : 

Whofe pleafant verfe by natures (kill, 
to thee doth pleafures lende. 

The plunging minde in deepe defires, 

may here in arbor rare : 
Bereaue vnreft with pleafures rife, 

and rid his foule from care. 

As Pamphlets for repafl, prefent, 
good will of writers parte : 

So Poems proue, and Poefies praife, 
a well good wylling hart. 

How due defart by iuft defire, 
reward may truely craue : 

The readers may confcnting gree, 
if Howell prayfes haue. 

FINIS. F, FUnvar, 
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NEWE SONETS AND PRETIE PAMPHLETS, 

&c. 



Note. 

The only copy of the " Newe Sonets," &c., now known 
is in the Capell Collection, Cambridge. From this our 
reproduction is taken. Unfortunately it is slightly defective. 
There is no date on either title-page, or at the end. The 
Capell exemplar, it will be noticed, bears to be " Newly 
augmented, corrected, and amended." It was originally 
licensed to Thomas Colwell in 1 567-8. See more on this 
and other points in our Introduction. — G. 




g[ To his approued Freinde Maister 

Henry Laffels Gentilman, Thomas Howell, 

wysheth hartely well. 

,Hen I had firft gathered together 
thefe fewe fimple Sonets, I tho- 
ught nothing leffe, then to commit 
fo vnfkilful a collectio of fond phan 
fies, vnto the Printers charge, hauing perfwa- 
ded my felfe before, that they were growen in a 
more fruteleffe foile, and vnlearned head, then 
may well anfwer, either thexpectacion of the 
freindly Reader, either the iudgements of the 
learned, either the freldly, eare to which I now 
commend the, whofe chearefull fedes of freind 
ftiip, fowen in me a fruteleffe Feilde, do iustly 
require more profitable, & more plentifull fruts 
then thefe trifling toyes are. But afterwardes 
I had purpofed to imprinte them, being requi- 
red eftfones, by fuch a freind, to whofe earnefl 
requeft in this matter (after many denials) I 
did feeme (as reafon wold) partly to yelde, ad- 
uenturynge rather the biasing a brode of thefe 
few Phanfies, to the plaine declaring of my vn 
learnedneffe and ignorance, then by vnfreind- 
ly denial to repel the earnefl: defiers of fuch my 
approued freinde. I -thought none more meet 

A. ii. to 
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The Epistle. 

to whom I ihould prefent the then, vnto you 
(my frend good Maifter Laffels) being a frend 
faithfull, a hartie helper, & a welwiller of -mine, 
not doubtyng, that you will afwell accept the 
purpofe of my Penne herein, as I do already 
conceiue of you by offering the fame the only 
good will of my welmeaning harte. Though 
they be in deede bare toyes of fmall effecte, yet 
take them as chearefull as Lewes once King 
of Fraunce, accepted the hartie gift of a poore 
man, but a rude prefent for a Prince, being only 
a flender Radifli roote, which he yet (conside- 
ring not the value of the root but the good will 
of the geuer rooted in his hart) highly efteemed 
before all other coftly iuels. So if fmall gifts en 
creafe a good opinion, and a good opinion aug 
menteth loue, and loue by proofe eftablisheth 
freindfliip, and doth ratifie the fame, I doubt 
not then, but that this figne and fmall gift, or 
rathe[r] fimple (hift (halbe an occasion to ratifie 
that good will of yours with, my entent is ei- 
ther to requite if I might, or remember as I 
can, or at the leaftwife not to treade it vnder 
foote as I will not, to (hew fuch ingratitude, 

as 
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the fauadge beaft the Lyon woulde not, wher 
of Aulus Geiiius maketh his reporte. Wherfore 
good Maifter Laffels, receaue thefe my bafe 
and baraine labours, which in figne of this 
new returned yere I gcue vnto you, commit- 
ting it to the iudgementes of the fkilful, whose 
fauour I craue, for that my Pen is not as well 
perfected as I would wilh it, both for the Rea- 
ders commoditie, and alfo the pleafure of you 
my freinde, for whofe caufe I knowe it fhall 
beare the leffe reproche, and of fome more accep 
toi, in doinge wherof I fhall confeffe a token 
of your freindfhip more added to the number 
of proofs which I haue at fundrie times recey 
ued of you before. Fare ye well. 

Your affured freinde Thomas Howell. 



TO HIS FAYHTFUL FRENDE AND 

Fellow Maijier Henry Laffels. 

SOme pnident heads ; with pollicie, do ponder how to pleafe, 
the freendly man by whofe defart, they haue found healpe or eafe, 
And other fome : there be agayne, which valiently dos feeke, 

to do fome deed by venture great, that lookers on might like, 
whereby Dame Fame fhuld neuer ceafe, triumphant Trumps to foud 

the poUicie and valientnefle, which hath in them been founde. 
But I of francke, and meare good will, and not to gayne the praife, 

as one that wanth a cunning (kill, to imetate their wayes. 
Do prefent thes my triflyng toyes, and far vnconntng writes : 

remembryng how the wife man faies, the change of thinges, delites. 
Which not alone apereth trew, by meates whereon wee feede, 

but change in all thinges doth renew, the apetite in deede : 
When as the Vitale fpirits be filde, with vewe of learned Booke, 

the werld eyes do willyng craue, on lighter thinges to looke, 
And Musicke founde, doth much delight, the eares, and minde of man, 

whose pleafant tunes, fo mightie be, that banish cares they can : 
The caufe for which, it hath this gifte, is the varietie, 

in it contaynde by learned fliifte, of IkilfuU Hermonie. 
Doth not the founde : of homely Pipe, that Shepperds rudely bloe, 

refresh the hartes : of rusticke route, their fimple (kill to (hoe. 
Which is fufficient proofe inoughe that change contentes the minde, 

wherefore I will : pricke on my Plough, fome further change to findc 
By tillinge oft my fruiteleffe feilde, whofe bare and barin foyle, 

god knowes hath fcarce the power to yeld, one Come for all my toile. 
But yet where wanth the finer flower, the courfeft forte doth eafe : 

in like cafe things of litle power, the minde fometime may pleafe, 
Accept therefore my Laflels trewe, thefe toyes in freindly part, 

from him that meanes : to thee nought els, but fliow of faithfull hart : 
Use them for change : as Muficke rude, for fuch is fure their grace, 

or els as courfeft Flower is vfde, when fine is out of place. 



Thine till not his ovvne Thotnas Howell. 



John 
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John Keper Student to the Vpright Reader 

of t|)eCe pretie i^aniptiflet0. 

As Fcilde is none so ill, where fruitleffe weedes do groe, 
but y* fome herbe of vertue good, his pearyng flowres may (hoe 
So though in Howels foyle, ilwillers feeme to fee, 

at firft nought els but thritleffe thornes, and Thistles wilde to bee : 
Yet who shall vew his Feildes, and rightly them peruse, 

(hall fee that frutes and frutfull Herbes, do fpryng of his fweet mufe 
For playnly he depayntes, the fits of youthfuU loue : 

whofe modeft Pen from honeft act, no mindefull man will moue. 
Here learne affects to rule, and youth in care to fpende, 

beware thou mayst by others harmes, how youthly toyes do ende : 
Here reape, with other frutes, precepts of mortall minde. 

Are thefe no Herbs of goodly grace, in fertile Feilde to finde ? 
Alfo his fined phrafe, (hall get deferued prayfe, 

whofe cunnyng verfe of youthly yeres, graue actes of age displayes. 
Wyth him more workes to Pen, by this his tried (kill : 

and hope to fee by tract of time, more frutes of painfull quill. 
To Howels happie hande, reftore thou thankes for this, 

and wi(h him after death to liue, in wittie workes of his. 

Finis. 

JOANNES KEPER OXON, AD 

tJio Howell, 

A Vrea melliflui voluuntur fcripta Govveri^ 
•^^ Chaucer ; florent acta di/erta/enis. 
Sic quoqy Clumterida Jitnilis captobis honoreSy 

Pergerefi vigilans vt mode pergis aues, 
Vt bene capistiy nullos male linque labores, 

Gloria fudore ejly desidiaq dolor. 

Finis. 
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William Howell, 
to his Brotfiers Booke. 

GO Booke wheras thou maiH the beft to pleafe : 
PafTe not for curious heads or foolini braines, 
Of learned fee thou craue thy greif to eafe. 
With rigour not to Judge wher loue remaines, 
Go yet I fay the beft to pleafe, be trcw. 
Care not for them that mend Appelles ihew, 

FINIS. 



He declareih his greate miskappeSy and 
lavteniabU forowes of fiarte. 

WHen eache wight wonted is, to take by nature rest, 
I lie alas through greeping griefe, and thought fo fore oprest, 

That from my goying to bead, vntill the time I rife, 
Sleape once hath fkarfe the powre to clofe my weeping wakefull eyes, 

In whiche longe lothfome ntghtes, my Pen full oft I blame. 
For that the wofuU (late of me t'indite he doth not frame : 

Whofe youthful! yeares and daies, by nature were not ripe, 
When cruell fate them cleane cut of, at one mofl foden wipe : 

Though life do yet remaine to length my time in teares, 
Whiche fliyng fame feemes not to ceafe, to blow in each wightes eares, 

Forfinge me oft God knowes, a heauie harte to beare, 
When outwardly I feeme to fliew, a glad and mery chere, 

And eke a carefull minde, more troublously itofl^ 
Then is the (hipman on the Sea, in daunger nie the lofl : 

Whofe care no greater is, then life and goods to faue, 
When I of God continually, with humble voyce do craue, 

That he by death will quite, my grief away expell, 
And geue to me a place amonge, the faued foules to dwell : 

Which now longe times haue been, fo toffed with vnreft. 
That fcarfe I may the woes fuftaine, that lie in wofull bred. 

To thinke on my mishaps, whiche do me flill betide. 
When happie hap to finde redrelfe, full fast away doth glide. 

What greater greife may growe in any honest minde, 
Then is to wante fuch wonted wealth, as it fome time did finde : 

Such prouidence for man, doth Fortune oft procure, 
When fmilingly ftiee feemes to trayne, with bayte of golden leure. 

By meane wherof the will, a canckred poyfon lay. 
Full clofely coucht in pleafant bayte, with that poore foule to tray, 

As I but lately tried, who doth her bayts fo tafte. 
That fecretly I fup the fmarts, whiche caufe me pine and wafte : 

Would God when I began, to enter firft in life, 
That prefent death had pearft my hart, and rid me cleane this ftrife. 

B So 
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2 Pleasant Sonets, 

So should my Parents not, haue been at fuch great coft, 
To bringe me vp on whom by fate, their great good gifts are loft : 

Ne yet haue left to me, no whit fuch wealth at all, 
Whereby from wealth to miferie, might chaunce a foden fall, 

But fliould the fame els where, haue well beftowed I fay, 
Which they in leauing vnto me, did naught but cast away, 

Whofe heauie helpleffe haps, increaiing euery hower, 
Doth force me weepe, when others fleape, where fortune doth not lowe[r] ; 

Thus paffe I forth the nighte, when wiftie doth wante his will. 
Whom fortune feekes by great defpight, most cruellie to fpill, 

And when the dawninge day, I do perceaue and fee, 
And eke how Titan lifted vp, himfelfe in firft degree, 

Whofe glorious gl)rttering beames, doth mooue eache thing to icy, 
Saue only I whofe haplefte hap, hath wrought all mine anoy : 

Then from my coutche I creepe, all clad with woe and care, 
And for to walke, in Defart place, my felfe I do prepare. 

Where none but wofuU wights, do wandring wayle their greefe, 
Where violence doth vengance take, where neuer coms releefe : 

Where pleafure plaies no parte, nor wanton life is lead, 
Where daintinefle no daunger makes, ne finefte once is fead : 

Where deepe difpayre doth dwell, in owgle lothsome lake : 
Where feurious feendes do ferfly fight, an forowes neuer flake : 

Euen there in dolefuU Den, I do driue forth the day, 
Where as my pitious plainte and wo, no time hath once to ftay, 

And then a new I wifti, that I had neuer been. 
To voyde the painefull piteous plight, that now I wretch am in, 

Within whofe troubled head, fuch thronge of thoughts doth rife. 
That now on this and then on that, I ceafe not oft to vife, 

Amonge whiche thoughts I note, this one that doth enfew, 
Which as the younge Byrde brought from neaft, & put in cage or mew, 

Doth joye in that her life, as much as though flie might 
From wood to wood, or feilde to feilde, at pleafure take hir flight 

Whiche plainly doth declare, a man from byrth brought vp. 
In meane eftate that neuer knew, the taste of wanton cup. 

Doth holde himfelfe fo well contente, with his degree. 

That 
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That he in life doth feldome feeke to craue more greater fee. 

But I as byrde vnlike, that flew hir timely flight, 
Throughout the groues and fertill fielde, in ioyes and great delight, 

Which Ihall no fooner feele hir felfe, to be refl:rainde. 
From her fuch wonted libertie, as fome time she retainde : 

But forth withall flie doth, fuch inwarde thought conceaue, 
That yelding up hir pleasures part, hir life therewith doth leaue, 

When as the byrde in Cage, with chyrpyng cheare doth fmge, 
That neuer knew the place wherein, Ihe had more better b'inge : 
So I do playnly fee, eche wight that wealth hath tafte, 
And afterwardes dooh wante the fame, with forrow is imbrafte. 

Wherefore fith life apointed was, in me this longe to last, 
In fimp[l]eil sorte would God I had the same to this time pafl:. 

Then (hould I fure haue Hude contente with this my pay, 
Which now becaufe of carefuU change in wo do waft away. 

Finis, 

Keper to his frende HovvelL 

WHen furging Seas with raginge blaftes be blowen, 
In whiche is man with fhip of troublous faile, 
He must beware leaft Hulcke be ouerthrowen : 
When deathly feas compels weake hart to quaile ; 
So though thou be returnd from Port of blifle, 
With hoyfmg waues and windes fo hardly toft : 
Thou maift thy felfe full well affure of this, 
Thou art not he that flrst hath had the loft. 
It is a healpe fometimes in miserie. 
To haue a fort as felows eke of thrall. 
Ah many man hath felt the chaunce of thee : 
When witlefle youth doth range fo prodigall. 
Then hoyfe thy faile and be not ouerblowen. 
The feare of harmes may not thy ftomacke flake. 
And rife from couche when chearefuU light is showen, 
And draw thee backe from paines of Plutoes lake. 

B. ij Haue 
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Haue ilronger hart then fimple Birdes on tree, 
Let manly corps, a manly minde embrace, 
No woes can helpe : then frende be rulde by mee, 
Let pacience in quiet bread haue place : 
For all difeafe for cares and woes each one, 
A quiet minde, is only falue alone. 

Finis, 



The rejllejje paynes of the Louer forfaken. 

IN fpringe time when frefli flowers, in Feilde do florish fayre, 
When Trees do bud and blofoms beare, when temperate is th'ayre 
When Byrdes with chirping cheare, when Beastes that be but brute, 
As course of kinde doth force them forth, through loue begins gfreat futc. 

Then I whofe fanfie fed, my fpirites to fporte and play, 
To Forrift fayre of pleasant ayre, began to take the way ; 

As I did pafle throughout a valey fayre and greene, 

Where Birds did fmge and Beaftes to runne oft pleasant I had feen- 

All huiht I founde it tho, fuch filence was there kept, 

As midnight then if it had been, and all things founde had flept ; 

Where at amafde I floode, and liftning longe might heare 
At laft a hollow founding voice, with lowde lamenting cheare. 

In fhrubs harde Ihrowded by, a wofuU wight there lay, 
Whofe careful! corps through pining paine, was welnie wome away • 

Where powring out his plainte, he curfl: his cruell fate, 

That led him forth to hope for hier, where he in fine founde hate. 

He fight and beat his breaft, and bid all men take heed. 
By him to thruft no filed wordes, where as they shew no deede : 

For filed wordes me fed, to folow fancie fo, 
That like the hooked Fish betraide, I languish now in wo : 

I looke 
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I looke and longe for death, (he leapes a lofte in ioye, 

Whofe fubtel fleights (alas % he) hath wrought all mine anoye : 

That fie on hir fayre face, fie on her fained chere, 
For hir fake eke alone I bid, fie on all women there. 

Whereby he lookte afide, and finding where I ftoode. 

Like one that fought to liue alone, from me he fled as woode : 

For whom fuch griping greefe, my heauy hart did knawe, 
That I my felfe there depe defide, like linke of Louers lawe. 

Finis, 



The britleneffe of thinges mortall, and 
the truJHneJfe of Vertue. 

npO you faire Dames whofe fauoure now doth florish, 

A To you whofe daintie dales in ioyes are fpent : 
To you whofe corpes Dame nature yet doth poolifti, 
To you yiYioxsCjOupide chiefly doth frequent, 
To you I write with harte and good intent : 
That you may£note by this which I do fay, 
How natures^giftes foone weare and wafle a way. 

Your loftie lookes the time will plucke full lowe. 

Your ftatelie fteps Age eke will alter quight, 

Not one thinge now that doth geue pleasant showe, 

But time of cuts and forseth to take the flight, 

Saue vertue fole in whiche who doth delight, 

When wealth, when pompe, when beautie fliall them leaue, 

Vertue alone to fuch will fticke and cleaue. 

Where is faire Helines bewtie now be come. 
Or Crejfed eke whom Troylus long time ferued. 
Where be the decked daintie Dame of Rome, 
That in Aurelius time fo flouriflied : 

B. iij. As 
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As thefe and many mo are vanished, 

So (hall your youth, your fauour, and your grace, 

When nothing els but vertue may take place. 

To vertue therfore do your felues applie, 

Cale CreJJids lyfe vnto your youthly minde, 

Who paft her time in Troye moft pleasauntly 

Till falfmge faith to vice Ihe had inclinde 

For whiche to hir fuche prefent plagues were fmde, 

That (he in Lazers lodge hir life did ende. 

Which wonted was moft choyfly to be tende. 

Hir comly corpes that Troylus did delight 
All puft with plages full lothfomly there lay : 
Hir Azurde vaines, her Cristall (kinne fo whight. 
With Purple fpots, was falne in great decay : 
Hir wrinkeled face once fayre doth fayde away, 
Thus (he abode plagde in midft of this hir youth, 
Was forst to beg for breaking of hir truth. 

Lo here the ende of wanton wicked life, 
Lo here the fruit that Sinne both fowes and reapes ; 
Lo here of vice the right rewarde and knife. 
That cutth of cleane and tombleth downe in heapes, 
All fuch as treadeth Crefids cursed fteps, 
Take heede therefore how you your youthes do fpende. 
For vice bringes plagues, and vertue happie ende. 

Finis, 

The description of his loathsom life, 

to his friende. 

Like as the wofuU wight, in Irons colde doth lie, 
And hopes at Sife to be releaft, is then condemde to die ; 
Even fo alas my lot, as contrarie doth fall. 
As his who lookt for fugar fweet, and founde moft bitter gaule. 

My 



122 



and pretie Pamphilots, 

My reaftleffe labour now I iustly may compare, 

To Sifiphtis that neuer fleapes, or els to Tiytius care, 
For after ilurdie (lormes, when calme I thinke to finde, 

More rougher rage a new doth rise, to gripe my greeued minde. 
And when my careful! cafe, by meanes I seekc to cure, 

Moft deeplft dinte of inwarde wo alas I doo endure. 
The caufe of this my grief yet will I clofly keepe, 

But fecretly my forowcs fuppe when others found do fleape. 

Finis. 



The Lauer almoji in de/peration^ 
monetk his ejiate. 

MY carefuU cafe, and heauie pining plight, 
Conftraineth me, against my will to wright^ 
The plungid ilate wherein I liue and dwell, 
Doth force me forth my trimbling tale to tell. 

My heaped woes, all folace fettes afide, 
Whofe fecrete fmarte, alas I fayne woulde hide, 

But as the fubiect Oxe to yoke muft yelde. 
So vanquifht wig^tes are ford forfake the fielde. 

My lucklefTe lot, denies me all releefe, 

I feeke for help, but finde increafe of greefe, 
I languifh flill in longe and deep dispayre, 

Yet feare to fhew the caufe of this my care. 

I couit nought that reafon might denie, 

I feeke not for to clime the cloudie skie, 
But what I feeke, if I the fame might finde, 

Then (hould be eafde mine vncontented min[d]e. 

Finis. 

The 
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The infortunate ende of Crefns Kynge of Lydia, 
a worthy note for Couetou/nejfe fake, 

WHen darkneffe dim the earth did hide, and huflitwas wood & fielde, 
When Beads & Birdes of painted pride, to take their reft did yelde, 
When Seas and waues of waters wilde, their roring seemde to flake, 

And eche thing els in fllence fat, on fleape their eafe to take, 
Then I whofe wakeful! troubled head, no quiet reft coulde finde. 

Lay mewfing how I beft might eafe, mine vncontented minde : 
At laft I ftarte from out my bead, and hauing prefent light. 

Did finde a Booke whereon I read, to driue away the night : 
In whiche the life Cirus Kynge of Perfia I founde 

Writen by one hight Xenophon^ from whence I take my grounde, 
The wonderous workes and worthy deedes of Cirus then I read, 

His regale rule his liberall harte, and how in warres he fpead : 
How he through his beneuolence, not only eache hart won. 

But kept himfelfe thereby more fure, then townc or garrifon : 
Who when at any time he ftoode, of Golde or men in neede^ 

with wealth and will his people haft, to ftrength him ftill with fpeede; 
And breif to be fuche noble deedes, by Cirus doone I finde, 

As iuftly fure deferued hath, to winne immortall minde, 
Which I now paffe ouer to them, that better can indite, 

As one who moft vnable is, his life at large to write : 
But only this I note therein, as thinge of wonders prife, 

A mirrour meete for Maiestrats, to fet before their eies. 
When Creffus he that cormrant King, which ouer Lyde did raigne, 

Seying the largeneffe Cirus vfde, wilde him his hande reftraine : 
He faide to heape his frendes in wealth, was vnto him great pleafure. 

If he then chaunft to ftande in neede, he took them for his treasure : 
O noble Kynge, woulde God thy life were grauen in Tables of Golde, 

That Cresus kinde which now doth Hue, thy bountie might beholde, 
So ihould tliey fe what Fame tliou wanne, in lands and countries code, 

where Cresus King was cleane consumde, witli that he honord mofte ; 
Who ended thus his greedie guttes, where filde and fet on flote 

with glittering Golde that melted was, and powred downe his throte. 

Finis. 

The 
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The contempt of Riches. 

THe ftate of worldly things, is ftraunge and most vnstable, 
Both mirth and wo to man it brings, through Fortune variable, 
Wherefore I holde him beft, that hath fufficiente. 

That likes the lot which God hath geuen, & therewith ftands contente ^ 
For they that feeke moil highest, them felues for to aduance. 

Are often feen to be the niest to daungerous mischance : 
Example by the tree which growes upon the Hill, 

That fubiect is vnto eache blaft, when trees below are ftill. 
The higher ftate always the greater care doth bringe, 

The greater care the lefler eafe, which prooues the meane fureft thing, 
And Hystories deuine vs bidth from cares and woes, 

And will us all to view the byrdes and Lyllies fresh that groes, 
The Byrds ne fowe nor reape, and yet do wante nothing, 

The Lillie eake it doth compare with Salomon the King, 
Afirming plaine that he in all his princely power. 

Was neuer decked like vnto the fimple Lilly flower : 
A voyde fuch care therefore, as quailes the corage ofte. 

And put thy confidence in him, that fits in Throne a lofte ; 
Contente thy felfe alway, with that he ihall afline. 

Against thofe whom he doth exalte, fe thou do not repine, 
If riches do increafe, be thankfuU for the fame, 

If wante of that do chaunce to preafe, do not thy Fortune blame. 
Better it is of bothe, to be contente with ought. 

With greate and heaped howrdes of golde, then haue unquiet thought; 
Did not Diogenes prefar the ihining Sonne, 

Before the mightie Kingdomes great, that Alexander wonne : 
When this greate conquerour woulde, have giuen him giftes of golde. 

He saide like gifte thou canst not geue, as thou from me doft holde. 
Tho fundrie others mo, whofe workes were wonderous wife, 

I might here name to like effecte, yet let this fayd fuffice. 
For nothing here fo fure, that certaine may remayne, 

Acompte therfore all worldly powre, as transitorie vayne. 

Finis. 

C. The 
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The vnquiet ejiate of the Louer, 

wherein is wijhed redrejfe. 

Like as the Captaine stoute, constrainde is in th'ende, 
Opreft with powre to yeelde himself, and what he did defende : 
So I with Cupid caught, am forft at laft to yeelde. 
To you whofe vertuous wayes, hath wonne of me both Forte & fielde, 

I may no longer cloke the fcortchinge flames of fire. 

That still in feacret breaft doth bume, through wante of my desire : 
But forth it findes a way, that hid hath line full longe, 

And loue doth boldly bid me feeke, to haue redreffe of wronge. 

Sith then in you it lies, on me to worke your will. 
By mercie for to length my life, by contrary to kill : 

Let pittie mooue your minde, in humble wife I fue. 
And feeke to faue the Captiue harte that wiftieth well to you. 

For here I do confeffe the only ftate and (lay, 

Of my led life and eke my death, to rest in you alway : 

Whofe graunte of grace hath powre, to glade my griped breft, 
Whofe flay therof hath like effect, to further mine vnreft 

Graunte yea therfore my deare, let nay be out of minde. 
As I haue vowde to worke your will, till death (hall do his kinde : 

And thus I ceafe to write, the twenteth parte of griefe, 

That my poore payned harte endures, as yet without releife. 

Finis, 

Liberalitee. 

Where wife do fuffer wante 

And driuen in hard distrelTe : 
Cut not thy cantle (kante. 
That maifte their caufe redreffe- 
Finis. 

Pro- 



126 



and pretie Pamphileis, ix 

Prouidence. 

TWyk happie is the wight, 
Whom others harmes doth caufe 
To fhonne the fnare, of noysome care. 
That growes by breache of lawes. 

Good advife to his faithfull 
friende, 

OF Louers reftles hues, I lift not wright, 
Let learned heads describe their playnfull plight : 
But plaine in tearmes I wifhe thee euen as well, 
As thofe that can their tales more trimly tell. 

Whofe friendly meaning if thou wilt receaue, 

Fyrft flie from Vice iand vnto Vertue cleaue ; 
Nexte feeke by honest meanes, fuch wealth to winne, 

As may thee helpe what neede thou fhalt be in. 

Counte not thy Chickens that vnhatched be, 
Waye wordes as winde, till thou finde certaintee ; 

For filed wordes that deeds do neuer yeelde, 
May well be likened to the baren iielde. 

Be ware of had I wifte whilst youth doth lad. 

Whofe ftealinge fteps do paffe away in haft ; 
Prouide in time, thine aged yeres to cheariflie, 

And let fayre wordes go feede, the fonde and fooliflie. 

Acompte eche thinge, as proofe the fame fliall trie, 
Truft not too farre before thou finde caufe why : 

For vnder Flowers fo fayre oft poyfon lurkes, 
Whofe (howe of flagrant fmell much mischiefes workes 

C. ij. Take 
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Take heede lead Ai^us with his craftie Net, 
And wily fubtle fleights do thee be fet : 

Thus wishinge aye thy wealth, I make an ende, 
Leaft tedious talke Ihould nought but thee offende. 

Finis, 



Youth JHll bewayleth^ 
When naught it auaHeth. 

My retchlefle rage of wanton youthe, 
With griefe I do lament : 
When vnto minde I call the truthe, 
How I my time haue fpent 

Finis. 

An humble fute to hisfriende, 
requesting Lauefor Loue. 

ISaw of late a wofuU wight, 
That willo wandes did winde to weare : 
Whofe face declares the painfull plight, 

Which he through loue then prefent beare, 
He lookte a loft as though he woulde 

Haue fled vnto the ftarrie fkies : 
But ftill he ftoode, as though he coulde. 

Not once heaue vs his heauie thies. 
His feathered handes he flalhed foorthe, 

And thyther fayne he woulde haue flead ; 
But wofuU man he was full wroothe, 

To fee his limmes all lade with lead. 

You are the bright and ftarrie fkie, 

I am the man in painfull plight : 
My limmes are lade, I cannot flie, 

My corps may not fuftaine my weight. 

I read 
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I read the woes of Sigifmonde, 

The childe of Tanckred Salerne Kinge : 
Her loue to Guyftarde did fo bounde, 

She fanced els none other thinge. 
For riches naught nor for his wealthy 

Whereof he had but flender ftore, 
His verttre was hir only health, 

She likte that well (he fought no more. 
They had their hoped hap and ioye, 

If Tanckred coulde contente him fo, 
But he by workyng their anoy, 

Vnto himfelf brought deepeft woe. 

You Sigismonde are fayre and bright, 

Would I had Guystardes vertuous life, 
And Tanckred chafte cleane out of fight, 

Then would I wish for fuch a wife. 

I reade how Luna loued one, 

Of birth but meane, of right good fame, 
By name iclipt Endimiane^ 

Whofe loue was quite deuoyde of blame : 
In Laemi Hill it thus befell, 

She faw him fit all fad alone, 
Tis I (% (he) I know full well, 

For whom he mournes and makes his moane : 
She was not ihamde of Laemi Hill, 

Nor yet of Louers fimple (late. 
But ftraight confents, vnto his will, 

And him did choofe for louing make. 

O Luna looke vpon thy Loue, 

Endimion makes his mone to thee, 
Be not afhamde, let pittie moue. 
And loue me like as I loue thee. 

Finis, 

C iii. The 
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The Commendation of the meane 
in all tkinges. 

S meane in Muficke foundeth bed, 
So meane eftate liues moft in reft : 
The higher climde the fall more deepe, 
The deeper fall the double paine, 
And penfife paine doth carefull keepe, 
In man eache liuely lim and vaine, 
Which prooues what change or chaunce do fall. 
Contented meane exceedeth all. 

Finis. 

I. K. To his friende H. 

THe high eftate is dangerous, 
The poore degree is burdenous, 
The richer forte are couetous, 
The needie foule is dolorous. 
The youthfull imps are prodigall : 
The aged thyrft for goods fo thrall. 
The bolder men foolehard ye call, 
The fearefuU wights are daftards all, 
Then ill efchew, embrace thinges cleane, 
Howell, welfare thy golden meane. 

Finis, 

He lamenteth the vngratefull per/on 

for inconjlancie. 

A Las I vnhappie and moft wofuU wight. 
Whom Fortune fo deeply hath now in defpight, 
That tonge cannot tell ne Pen have powre to wright, 
My pittifuU playnt and heauie plight. 

How fliall I to eafe me, vnborden my breft, 
Of thefe double dolours that breedes mine vnreft, 

When 
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When fpeeche wantcth powre, when Pen is vnpreft, 
And witte wanteth conning thervnto adreft. 

This great reftlcfle rage in my minde doth renew, 
And where I fayne helpe would finde harme doth enfew : 

But yet was I neuer founde falfe or vntrew, 
Which caufeth me much more my dolors to rew. 

She that I did honour, aboue all the reft, 
To whom I referued, the harte in my breft. 

Hath me quite forsaken and broke hir beheft, 
And another taken, to loue and like beft. 

And feemeth now fleightly to beare me in hande. 
That I was cause only of breatche of hir hande, 

But truth if me tried full fearched and fcande. 
Then trefpas in me (hould flie non vnderftande. 

Wherfore to the Spider I may her compare. 
That cruelly killeth whats caught in hir fnare, 

For flie by like tyranie nothing doth fpare, 
Moil fpitefuUy to fpoyle thus my carcas with care. 

Finis. 

Thejkewing of his good Hart 

THe Gloue for gadge is rightly geuen, where thinges concluded bee, 
Wherefore I do accompte therof, more then of golde or fee, 
Of whiche if I were ftorde, like Crefus in his time, 

I vow to thee if thou fo woulde, it fhould be wholy thine, 
Where to if I with Salomon, in wisdome might compare, 

And bewtie had like Absolon, whofe matche is very rare, 
Like eloquence to Cicero, in power Caesars peare, 

Yet would I be as now I ftande, your faithfull feruant deare ; 
And thus I rest in Hauen hope, whofe bosome doth imbrace. 
Your gloue as you till trackte of time, may purchafe further grace. 

Finis. The 
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The declaration of tJie vnjiablenejfe 
of fickle Fortune. 

WHere Fortune favoureth not, what labour may preuaile, 
Whom frowning fate will needes thruft downe, what (hall hewin towaile: 
With patience to yeelde, for fuch I deeme moft beft, 

And caft their cares and griefes on him, that rewleth fates beheft. 
Wee fee by perfit proofs, that none fo Princely goes. 

But that by will of God the hieft, out of this worlde he floes. 
Sith then fuche fickle force, in mortall might wee finde, 

Let nothing that (hall hap thee heare, to much torment thy mindc : 
For all that liue a like, of this afTured bee. 

Was ncuer yet nor (halbe feenc, but eache in his degree ; 
As like the Potters pottes, be made to fundrie vfe, 

So fome men feme and fome are ferude, here needes no fine excufe^ 
The labouring man to toyle, that fpares ne night nor day, 

Get skarce to feede his famely, when fome howrde heaps that play, 
Yet doth he not dispayre, nor yet from labour flie. 

But liues contente when worldlinges make, of wealth their miferie, 
Who gripte with greater greif, if Fortune lift to lowre. 

Then fuche as earft did feede at fill, vpon hir fruitfuld flowre : 
Which change full oft hath chaunft, through hir uncondantneflfe, 

And whom (he lately laught vpon, throwne downe remedilefTe. 
Was Alexander greate, that many daungers paft. 

For all his mightie conqueftes wonne, not po)rfned dead at Ia(L 
A Kyngcs fonne eke I finde, for Fathers tirannie, 

Conftrainde to worke in Smithes Fordge, by harde neceflfitie, 
Suche is tlie fading force of Fortunes fickle flower, 

Whofe fruitfulft fruite both ripes & rots in leflTe fpace then one hower. 
Such is hie tickle truft, fuche are his flipper fteppes. 

That what (he feemes to fowe in ioye, with forow oft she reapes, 
Attribute all to him that ruleth fate therefore : 

To him I mcane which lefte tlie riciie, and fed tlie pinyng poore, 
For thus do I intende whilfe vitall breath (hall laft, 

Though earft I practifde many meanes, which proofe hath tride in waft 

Finis. 
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TJiemistocles answer^ canceminge 
his Daughter to be maried, 

'T'HefniJlocles by whofe great fkill, ^Athenians longe were led, 
•* His only Daughter did beftow, on meane yonge man to wed, 
Whiche when his freindes did wonder fore, thefe wordes he did expreffe 

My daughter deare hath wonne (% he) more wealth than ye dogefle: 
Whom I accompt muche better plafte, when truth I truely fcan, 

Upon a man that money wants, then money wanting man. 

Finis, 



The Lamentation of the wofull man, 

hauinge for entire Loue 

no goodwylL 

THe time that I began, to enter firft to life, 
Woulde God the fitters three had cut the threade with fatale knife 
Would God that death had been, with arowes readie bente, 
To pearce the wofull hearte of mine, whiche now with care is fpente. 

Then (hould I not at all, haue folowed fancies lewre, 
Whofe outwarde (how of fuger fweet, is mixt with poyfon fowre: 

A now I am conftrainde, by deftnie fure I thinke. 
That ftill doth finde but bitter tafl, yet cannot choofe but drinke. 

Thus I God knowes full oft a heauie harte do beare, 
When outwardly I feeme to shew a mery careleffe cheare, 

Defembling eke my cafe, in hope of happier day. 
But aye from time to time I finde nought els but my decay. 

I pine in fecret flames, like waxe consumde with fyre, 
I wifli, but alwaies wante my will, lo this mine only hier : 

What Paps did giue hir foode, that nought regardes my wo } 
What Tiger fearce alas coulde hate, the harte that loude hir fo. 

D. Create 
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Great crueltie it is, to flay the yielding wight, 
That mercy ftil doth fue to haue, and vfeth none other fight : 
But fith my haplefle hap alas muft needes be fo, 
With fpeede come death to ende my life, and ridde me of this wo. 

Finis. 



The Louer declares his constant harte neuer to 
forge the thinge that was decreed. 

SHall any wight preuayle, to bringe to pafle by powre. 
Away to mooue, or rule our loue, that faith hath fixt tindewre 
Shall either force of friendes, or frowarde frownyng foes, 

Caufe vs forgoe our hoped ioyes, bought with fo many woes. 
No, no, for my parte here, a vowe to thee I make. 
That firft eache torment fhall me teare, eare I my faith forsake. 

Finis. 

An admonition, concerning the 
tracte of time. 

^ As time all thinges findes out 

So time eache thinge must bide, 
In time therefore I wishe, 
That time may well prouide. 
Finis, 

A friendly admonition to hisfriende, that 

craned good Counfaile. 

COndemne no caufe till it be throughly knowne, 
Eche bruitifli broyle that forth abrode is blowne : 
Beleeue not lightly, lead by fome fuch acte. 
Thou chaunce repent of deede informer facte. 

Accuse 
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Accuse no wight of crime till trouth thou trie, 
Ne credit then thine eare before thine eye : 
Such falfe reporte abrode may often go, 
As perfit proofe fhall finde out nothing fo. 

In iudgement rafhe fe that thou neuer bee, 
Deale not in thinges that pafle capafitie : 
Thy porcion fpende that fome thou haue to fpare, 
If thou wilt liue deuoyde of woes and care. 

Finis, 

A pithy Precept 

^ When youth hath ronne his race, 
Olde age doth fteppe in place : 
In youth therefore beware, 
Leafl age be clad with care. 

Finis. 

Another. 

^ Who wanteth force againft his foes to fight, 
Shall feldom be deuoyde of painfull plight. 

Finis, 

The exprejjing of his vnluckie happes 

diuerjly chaunced. 

LYke as the Ihippe of force doth driue, 
Which way the winde (hall him conftraine : 
So out of native foyle I liue. 

As deftnie doth me leade and traine. 

Now here, now there, now vp, now downe. 

As Fortune liftes, to fmile or frowne. 

And as the horse the rider rides, 
Of force muft take fuch way as he : 

D ij. With 
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With pricking fpours doth perse his fides, 
Shall thinke moil fitft for him to be. 

So I of force muft yelde to bide, 
Suche hope as fate will me prouide. 

As I by proofe doo playnly fee, 
Whiche longe haue fought in hope to finde. 

Some place to eafe my miferie : 

With toyle I tofle and troubled minde, 

By feas, by lande, in many a coafte, 
In daunger ofte, like to be loafte, 

I wifh and wante what fhould I fay ? 

I seeke and finde nothing at all, 
I toyle, and ftill in great decay, 

I fayne would rife, yet ftill do fall, 

With fondrie cares I am opreft, 
But Pen be ftill, and take thy reft. 

Finis. 

His complaint to the God Cupide^ becaufe 
lu with his Darts perfeth hifn alone. 

O Cupid Venus darlynge deare, 
Whofe powre no mortall might may bide, 
If once in hande thy vow thou heare. 
And flaminge forckers by thy fide, 

Why doft thou thus lie ftill and (leape ? 
. When I to thee doo wayle and weepe. 

Wheare is become thy wonted powre ? 

Art thou vanquifht and put to flight ? 

Or elf art thou difpofde to lowre, 

On me alone moft wofuU wight : 
Say no, fay no, Oh I thee pray, 
And tume the harte breedes mine anoy. 

[2 leaves are missing here, D iii. and iv.] 
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In whiche time Earbes and trees, that Winters winde did weare, 

Enforce them felues to bud and growe fome pleafant fruicte to beare, 
The litle Byrde that reafon wants, doth then with chirping cheare, 

From twig to twig, and bufhe to buftie, greet oft his lotted feare : 
The flotinge Fi(h in fturdie ftreams, that trauels day and night, 

Doth eke vnto thier fancied feares repeare with all their might, 
The weake and wreatched wormes forgetteth not this day, 

Whom wee may finde about this time fafte coplide by the way : 
As nature hath decreede all thefe by courfe of kinde. 

In thinges that reafons rule doth want, right fo hath man aflngde, 
For witnefle of the fame in this apoincted time, 

That euery man and woman ckc (hall haue a Valentine, 
In figne of that hir force whiche no wight can fubdew, 

Lo this the only caufe I fay, that all thinges doth renew : 
Lo this the caufe alfo, why Fortunes lots be had, 

Whofe hoped hap and hapelefTe hope, doth make both wo and glad. 
But I aboue the reaft, may Fortune highly prayfe, 

Who hath geuen me the feareft Dame, that liues in thefe our dales ; 
Suche one I fay whom Nature hath, with Vertue fo I deckte. 

That none tliere is or (hall haue powre, hir name once to deteckte ; 
Euen fuche a one whom I as Fortune hath afignde. 

Will alwaies be at hir commaundes, till death (hall do his kinde. 

Finis. 

To a proude Dame. 

THe fem fo fondc of vnaduifed brayne. 
That mountes in feate by pride of blinded harte. 
No prayfe may get, but (hewes a wifdom vaine. 
To paflfe degree in feate by no defart : 
Be thou content to fit on fquared (loole, 
Leaft feeming wife thou prooue the fonder foole, 
It might been fay'd by prudent voyce of grace, 
Prcfuming Dame retire from (lately place. 

Finis 

E. The 



137 



26 Plea/ant Sonets, 

The lamentable ende of lulia, 
Pompeyes wife, 

SOre plungde in piteous paines and wofuU fmarte 
Befpred with trickling teares, on death like face, 
Downe trlls the droppes on cheekes, and fighes from harte 
To heare and fee hir hufbandes greeuous cafe, 
. Thus goes the fpoufe O wofuU Julia, 
Befprent with bloud, when Pompeis cote (he faw. 

Down dead (he faules, in lamentable founde, 
Of fence bereft, fo great was Julis ftraine : 
The childe conceiued within, with deadly wounde, 
Vntimely fruite came' forth with proching paine, 
When all was doone, for loue hir life (he loft, 
For Pompeyes fake (he yeelded vp hir go(t 

So dead she lay bewaylde with many teares, 
A matron wife, a famous ornament, 
O Cefar had liued full cherefuU yeares. 
If thou with Pompey couldft haue ben content, 
But Ciuell warres, hath wrought this fatall lawe, 
To Pompeye death and death to Julia, 

Ye Matrones graue^ and worthy fpoufed mates 
Ye mayden Nymphes, whiche liue in larger partes, 
O reade and fee vewe not and iudge of ftates ; 
And folow eke fuch faithfulneffe of harts, 
Such liuely loue embrace, faith vertue graue, 
As Julie true for mate hir life (he gaue. 

Finis. 
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To his frowarde friende. 

THis is not folom Sophocles, 
In learned trade which treades, 
This is not hardie Hercules, 

That conquerd Hydras heads. 
Feare not his boustrous vantinge worde, 

Though he woulde feeme to braule, 
He will aduife his angrie fworde. 

On whom his (Irokes doo fall : 
Wordes be but winde, to purge his heate, 

His ftomacke to abate, 
Wherein he Ihewes his manly feate. 

When moft he fcemes to prate. 
Time may afwage thefe choloricke fomes, 

Where Hercles is fo bolde, 
Thinke not good Hercles all are momes, 

When all thy cardes be tolde. 
Wee know the Wood by fight of trees, 

Wee know the fier is hot, 
Wee know your power and wife decrees, 

Though fooles you call our lot. 
Farewell good hardie Hercules, 

As hardie as thou arte, 
Thou maieft be vext with litle Bees, 

Though greater be thy harte. 

Finis, 

A friendly falutaiian to his 

beloved. 

THefe lines vew deareft friende, 
Wherein I clofc my harte : 
Beholde therein my great good will, 
Frouokte by iust defarte. 

E. ij. This 
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This fimple flender (hew 

Accepte, your harte to mooue, 
For this my harte and golden will, 

Reftore your golden loue. 
For if greate riches coulde 

Encopled mates the more, 
I haue both feen, and liue as now. 

Wherein I might haue ftore. 
But naught I care the welth. 

Nor yet the gorgeous gaine. 
My handes and hart I only geue 

Thee only to obtaine : 
You only woulde I craue, 

Before all other wight. 
Before the fayreft profcrde Nimphes, 

You mod do me delight 
Whofe choyfe is now at will, 

To take or els refufe : 
And if it lay fo much in me, 

You only woulde I chufe : 
Accept my proferde loue. 

As truft by truth may binde. 
If it thee pleafe I am thine owne, 

my approued friende. 
In worthy ftate to flay, 

1 will forfake thee neuer. 
My harte my ioy my only care, 

I will thee loue for euer : 
Accepte and vewe thefe lines, 

And thinke my harte you fee, 
Beholding eke this menffenger. 

Sometimes confider mee. 
Suppofe I prefent were, 

To talke in friendly parte. 
But though my body abfent be. 

Yet bounde you have my harte. 

Finis. 
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Complaint of ingratitude. 

MY Pen in piteous part, 
Cannot in halfe defcrie, 
The inwarde woes in moning hart, 

That gripes me fecretlie. 
If outwarde face coulde mone, 

The woes of inwarde fhape, 
The fenfeleffe trees, and Flintie (lone, 

Woulde rue my hapleffe hap. 
O hart with care oppreft, 

So plungde in penurie. 
The fobbing fighes of great vnreft, 

Will caufe me wretch to die. 
Into vntimely graue, 

Miihap ihall me conuaie, 
The darte of death I neede not craue, 

I fee no prompter way. 
Thus I haue plight the paine. 

Of toyling hand and minde 
To helpe the grace that can rewarde. 

Yet fliew it felfe vnkinde. 

Finis. I. K. 

After his good fortune falne 
into mijhap, 

AH wretches fet in wretched vale, 
Where nought is fure but death fo pale : 
All worldly goods and ioyes fo gay. 
As withred flowres they vade away. 
When Fortune thee doth hieft extoule, 
Yet fomwhat ftill doth vere thy foule. 
Then vertue craue vayne ioyes despice, 
For wifdom ftill (hall beare the price. 

Finis. I. K. 

E. iii. A 
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A Dialogue touching the tnatri- 
moniall degree, 

SIthe wee are now in pleafaunt place, 
Where eache may fpeake his minde at will. 
And quietly debate the cafe, 
Accordingly by (imple (kill, 
I meane to reafon this with thee, 
Who will be bounde and may go free. 

What bandes you meane firft let me know. 
And then I will fome anfwer make, 
In diuers fence your wordes do gfr^w, 
And diuerfly they may be take, 
Though commonly they be aplide. 
To thofe that are in wedlocke tide. 

. My meaning is as ye do geffe. 
Now let me heare what you can fay. 
If I fliall right my minde expreffe. 
And fpeake the truth without delay, 
I thinke him voyde of witte to bee, 
That wil be bounde and may go free. 

In wedlocke flate, is no fuch bande, 
No freedom loft by taking wife, 
If that the truth he rightly fcande. 
She caufeth longe and Iiappie life, 
A verteous wife enlarge thy dales, 
Of hufbands age deuine bookes saies^ 

Who haftes to wyue in hope of that, 
Maye grope for Eles and catch a Snake, 
And proue as wife as Puffe our Catte, 
That fekinge fiftie fell in the lake. 

Let 
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Let them that lift therfore for me, 
I will not binde and maie go free. 

Well then I fee who will contend, 

If thou fo wilfully be bente, 

I doe fall out to little ende, 

Take hede therfore lefte thou repente, 

The life thou now calft libertie 

Here after through extremitie. 

The Batcheler moft ioyefuUy, 
In pleafant plight doth pafTe his dales, 
Good felofhip and companie, 
He doth maynteine and keepe alwaies, 
With Damfels braue he may well go, 
The maride man can not do fo. 

Though daintie Dames thee now delight, 
And bewties beames thine eies do biinde, 
When time ftiall come to perfit fight, 
The weddid life thou fuerft fliall finde. 
For God himfelfe to auoyde finne 
The weddid ftate did firft beginne. 

Finis. 

Tyme getieth trialL 

^ Though yet to thee it fkante appeare, 
The ende fliall ftiowe what truth I beare. 

Finis. 

The Bridle of youth, 

THe wilde and wonton Coulte, that romes in pafture ftill. 
And takes his foode with careles lippes, without reftraint of will, 
Is all vnmeete to ferue vpon, till firft by perfit guide. 
With Bit and Bridle ftronge he be, from wanton will faft tide : 

Where 
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Wherefore eche worthy wight, a rider fit doth finde, 

To checke and breake fuch careleffe coultes, as (hall to them be finde. 
So likewyfe beardleffe boyes, that reafons rule doth flionne 

In fteede of Rider they by Rod, from vice to grace are wonne, 
And both vnfeemly were, for princely peares to vfe, 

Alacke therefore in fuch I deeme, as woulde them thus abufe. 

Finis. 

A farewell to his worfhipfull friende. T. D. 

DO bloyfterous blades that blow, compell to hoyfe thy fayle. 
To driue the (hip to calmer Port, vnto thy more aduaiie. 
O ceafe ye froward fluds, returne O (hip to (lay, 

For thou in Barke fo well befraught, haft al our ioyes away, 
But since the witlefTe windes, haue caufed good (hip to flee. 

The felfe fame blaft (hall (hortly force, a forte to fayle with thee. 
And fince thou wilt away, what haplefTe hap befell. 

That doth proceede of inwarde woe, I can but fay farewell. 
Farewell O Justice iust, that didft vprightly ftande 

And eke to rayfe the fallinge poore, that hadft prepared hande, 
Farewel thou friendly hart, that wouldft do dwell alwayes, 

Withtowarde minde & plighted paines,that fought thy founders praife. 
Farewell of minde fo milde, vpfpronge of right degree, 

Soms inwarde thoughts vrge outward woes, that finde y^ want of thee. 
Farewell thou worthy wight, in guile that canft not faine. 

That will do well as thou haft don, not one there coms againe. 
Farewell it needes it muft, fo doth our loffe befall. 

Of honeft wights though hence ye go, yet haue the hartes of all» 
Farewell a friend to eche, farewell a foe to none, 

Lo here in griefe my laft farewell, farewell O friende alone, 

EtpiiiSy & clemenSj & cams es omnibus vnus f 

Nature prtideftSy conditione probus : 
Vine DiUf venerande faue, reueretide vale to, 

Hei mihi quodpojfum dicere, trifle vale. 

Finis. 
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/. Keeper to his /rend. H. 

Owell haunte hope hartely, 
Hir happy hap haue humbly, 
Hafl hardie hart holde honeftie, 
Hir hartie hart I hight to thee. 

IT Finis. 

The life of man likened to a Stage playe^ 
whereon wee ought warelie to Walke. 

SIth earth is ftage whereon we play our parts. 
And deeds are deemd accordyng to defarts, 
Be wane how you walke vpon the fame, 
In playing your parte win prayfe and banifhe blame, 

Remember how your tale once tolde ftraight way, 
An other fteps on ftage his parte to play: 
To whom of force you muft geue up your place, 
As he that hath all redie runne his race. 

Your porte, your powre, your wealth and wearing weds, 
You then muft yeelde to fuch as (hall fuccede : 
As things but lent to play your part withall, 
Whofe heyre flialbe euen as defarte doth fall. 

Not he that plaieth the ftatelieft parte moft pra3rfe, 
Nor he that weareth ritcheft robes alwayes, 
But he I fay that beares him felfe moft beft, 
Whether his parte be with the great or leaft. 

Take heede therfore and play your part fo well. 
That afterwardes you may in faftie dwell ; 
Grope not too greedely for worldly gayne. 
The cnde wherof is tranfitory and vayne. 

F. i. But 



145 



Plea/ant Sonets, 

But be fuffifde with that fufficient is, 
And feeke the thinges that bryng eteraall bliffe. 
So fhall you heare not only win great prayfe, 
But after eke enioy moft happie dayes. 

t Finis. 

Regard thy end. 

IT Unpleafant is the plight, of that moft wofuU wight, 
That feeth with perfit fight, his life from him take flight, 
And wanteth power and might, to flea and flee fuch fpight. 

T Finis, 

The lamentable hiftorie of Sephalus with the 

Vnfortunat end of Procris. 
To the tune of AppeUes, 

WHo luft to vewe the heauy happes. 
Of faythfull louers longe a go. 
And eke furuaye their after clappes, 
Muft needes me thinkes lament for woe, 

If that my hart were franid of flynte 

From teares yet hardly might it ftinte. 
IT I reade fome time of Sephalus, 
A lufty youth of noble blood, 
Of face and fauor amorus 
In Natures fauor far he ftoode, 

It neare woulde make a man agafte 

To mark his lymbs and members plaft. 
T So ftreight, fo fquare, fo trym was he. 
So fayre of forme, fo wyfe fo fage. 
He femde a fample fure to be, 
And Lantame to the younger age, 

And to conclude, he paifed thofe, 

That thought they made a goodly glofe. 

This 
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1" This brute (as youth will haue a fpurte. 
When lufty blood he gyns to broyle,) 
Dyd flee from fredom to the courte. 
Where Venus only keepes the coyle, 

Thus reafon banifht quite a waye, 

He warneth will to beare the fwaye. 
Then fancy forced by and by. 
The wandringe eyes as fkowtes to bee. 
In fecret forte for to efpie, 
Or publijkely to marke and fee, 

If any Lady weare in fight, 

That might deserue this worthie knyght. 
Y But fone alas they haue efpyde, 
The marke whereat they (hot fo longe, 
Faire Procris bewtie is defcryde, 
She blazde fo bright her mates amonge, 

Lo Sephalus doth nowe be gynne, 

His Ladyes fauor fyrft to wynne. 
1" Fewe dales were paft lefle yeares were fpet 
Tyll flattringe Fortune drake the ftroke. 
To loue eche other both were bent, 
Loue did them both fo fore prouoke. 

What will you more if Fortune faye, 

Yt (halbe thus faye you not naye. 
% Now nothinge greened Sephalus, 
But for to be a brydged fro, 
His Ladies fight mod gloryus 
What greater greef might any grow : 

Fayre Procris Parents were fo hard, 

That (he as Byrde in Cage was barde. 
IT But Sephalus by fyne deuyfe 
Of wytty hed and wary wyt, 
Did put in practyfe to intyfe, 
His Ladie thence what hap (houlde hit, 

By letter then he did conclude, 

That (he her kepers fhould delude 

Y, ii. And 
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^ And to a Forest hye a pace, 
Which he in letter namd alfo, 
Where he did meane to hyde her grace. 
If that it woulde her pleace to goe : 

The letters red fhe fought his will 

In euery poynte for to fulfylL 
If And to the apoynted place (hee hide» 
Expectinge ftill her Sephalu& 
She gaue the flippe vnto her gyde^ 
Oh tracte of tyme moft tedyus. 

Oh Procris fure thine is the wronge. 

That Sephalus a bydes fo longe. 
% But neuer is the fame to longe, 
The Prouerbe fayth that comes at laft : 
She fpyde him in the ende amonge^ 
A fort of trees not makyng haft, 

His Boowe was bent, his arowe faft 

In Nut to ftioote alredy plaft. 
1 She would not call for feare of foes. 
Nor yet to hym (be woulde repayre. 
Left that fhe fhoulde the Deere vnroes,. 
That Sephalus had fpyde at layre, 

She geues him leaue to range his fA\ 

Full loth fhe is his fporte to fpill. 
T The tyme did paffe, no game was founde^ 
And Sephalus was welnere tyrde, 
Fa)rre Procris abfence did hym wounde 
For fhe was all that he defyrde, 

Hee ftoode not ftill, he trugde about, 

To fee if he might fynde her out. 
IT Lo fortune brought him nere the place^ 
Where Procris ftill alas did ftande. 
She bluffhed yet to fhewe her face, 
She made no fygne but with her hand. 

She tooke the bowes and them did shake, 

Afreade to great a noyfe to make. 

But 
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^ But Sephalus when he efpyde, 
The leaues to wagge and bowes to fliake, 
He thought fome beaft did there him hyde, 
And at hys commynge did awake, 

Wherfore to fee he thought it beft, 
If he might fynde him takinge reft. 
IT And as he peeped here and theare, 
He fpyde a thinge of coler darke, 
And iudginge it an ouglie Beare, 
Dyfchardgde hys bowe and hit the marke, 
Through fturdy ftroke and deadly wound, 
He nayled Procris to the grounde. 
IT Alas vnwares did Sephalus, 
His Ladie kill and murder thus, 
Oh greeff of greefs moft dolorous, 
Oh hap of Happs moft pyteous. 

Deare Ladies fteppe your foote to myne, 
To moume with me your hartes inclyne. 
IT When Sephalus his Procris founde, 
Imbrude with blood on euery fide, 
The arowe ftickinge in the wounde, 
That bleedinge fore did gape full wyde, 
He curft the gods that ikies pofleft 
The fyfters three and all the rest 
IT And fayntly fpake, no Ladie no, 
You (hall not vanifhe hence a lone, 
My ghofte alas your frendly foo. 
Shall wayte your precyous foule vpon, 
And with that worde to ende his lyfe, 
He flue him felfe with bloody knyfe. 
IT Lo Lordynges, here by take a vewe, 
And Ladies marke what I fhall faye, 
Eche one to lyfe muft fay adue, 
And to the earthe her owne repaye. 
There is no choyfe, we fee it fo, 
When death doth call we needs must go. 

Finis. F. iii. 
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and preti Pampkilets, 

A freindly admonijhment to his 
fteinde to choofe a wife. 

HEre Hue in loue : for thy behoue, let reafon rule thy dioyce : 
fo fhalt thou weare : UUifles eare, to (hun the Syrenes voyce, 
Beware and care : before thou ftare, on womens painted eyes, 

like Crocodiles : with poyfoned fmiles, they will thee cleane difguife. 
If thou to catche : intendfl a match, to liue in mariage fporte : 

first marke and heare : what fame (he beare, amonge the wifer fortes 
For market men : can tell thee then, how doth the market go, 
if well thou heare : then draw thee neare, and be in fute not flo. 

In womens mindes : are diuers winds, which ftur their Afpin tunge, 

to prate and chat, they know not what: by that much flrife isfprong. 
But take thou heede : and euer breade, to matche with carters kinde, 

for carters feede, is bafe of breede, whofe maners ill wee finde. 
They will deuife : both tales and lies, to bringe thy houfe to square : 

no honeft man (if that (he can,) with hir (hall credit beare, 
Such rusticke kinde : fuch faults will finde, whe they defame the blame 

and willbe proud : and fcould full loude, not paflyng for hir fame. 

The feruants good : from meate and foode, (he will debar with paine : 

and yet complaine, as though thy gaine, by them were fpent in vaine, 
To blinde thine eyes : (he will have fpies, to bringe thee tales and lies, 

as though for thrift, good hufwiues (hift, (he doth for thee deuife, 
When (he in deede, her felfe will feede, and take her private gaine, 

and make the weare kyng Midas eare, as though (he tooke the paine, 
But in hir Wyne, (he will diuine, and blab the fecretminde : 

to fuch hir mates : as chats and prates, according to hir kinde : 

By this I fay, a foole in play, by hir thou (halt be made : 

and all the towne : will call thee clowne, which rideft on fuch a jade. 
Agayne a mayde, of honeft trade, if thou wilt feeke to haue : 

though riches want : yet like the Ant, by trauell will (he faue. 
An ftill enough, thy man at plough, and all thy feruants els, 

(hall of hir meate, both drinke and eate, no toyes nor lies (he tel^ 
In quiet reft, (he maketh neft, to lodge thy weary bones : 

and will thee keepe, in quiet fleepe, from all deepe figfaes and grones. 

Amonge 
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PUafant Sonets, 

Amonge hir maydes, with honed trades, fhe puts hir hande in vfe : 

and alwaies dreades : hir hufbandes deedes, with fcoldyng to abufe, 
Besides all this : thou fhald not mifle, but haue an honed fame : 

for fuch a wife : is chade of life, and like UlifTes dame. 
He is a cokes : and worthy drokes, whofe wife the Breeches beare : 

a Cuckolds hoode, to do him good, deferueth he to weare, 
Take heede therfore : and keepe in dore, this ftiort admonifliment : 

Lead had I wid : alas I mid, then doed to late repent. 

Finis. 

The Louer deceaued, writes to Ms Ladie. 

To t/te tune of in Greet when dedalus. 

WHo wold haue thought that face of thine, had ben fo ful of noblenes 
Or eles within thofe Cridall eyne, had red fo much vndablenes, 
Thi face fo fair, thi look fo draug, who wold haue thought fo ful of chaug 
But truth it is as mod men faye, in Cutlers blade is had much craft, 
Who chepneth thine & make no faye, maie buy on broken in the haft, 
And then repent and faye as I, lo what it is, to trude the eye. 

In fleper hold, who can put trud, or iudge a glas of fure mettall. 
Thou art to blame to feme fo iude, and prooue fo falfe in the triall. 
But fith thou arte fo falfe in deede, bed plucke the vp & fpyll the feede. 
So yonge in yeares, fo old in crafte, fome petie it is that thou fo arte, 
More petie it is that nature grade, fo good a face with a falfe harte. 
But fmce thou art in fuch a cafe, to fell thy felfe and hide thy face. 

The Ducke vntaught of verie kind, doth fwime & diue ader y« Dame, 
And thou like wife of fliper minde, dod fliow of whom thy nature came, 
Thou fouded in thy mothers papes, to bait w* craft thy pleafant trapes, 

So as the new & falfe doth pleafe, the changing mind within her graft, 
So doth the old and true difleafe, her fubtill wittes and preiuie crafts. 
And fay true man trud not to much, y^ falfe reward y^ cometh of fuch. 

Finis. 
Farewell for euer and this my lad, 

fin 
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P leaf ant Sonets^ 

InvltringeHsplaint^kedeclareihtkevncertaintyoffainedfren^ 

To the tune of winters tufi returns, 

IF teares maie trie my troth, that trickle downe my cheekcs, 
or if my good will may be knowen, by profe of dates or weekes. 
Then doe I wronge receaue, where frendfhip craue I mod, 

and where in deed in euery ftorme, my veffell hath ben tofte, 
And through the tempeftes all, my shippe hath fafly fayld, 

and yet no Seas could fhake my Barke, my hope hath fo preuaild, 
Oh helpe ye Courtiers now, and Soldiers eucry ech one, 

to wayle my prefent hcuy fate, my Fortune fled and gone, 
And curfe this wicked world, wherein moft frindes do fainte^ 

and namely fuch as tracte of time, hath taught their toungs to painte 
Which promyfe more by wordes, then will or workes performes, 

fuch haue the curnels eaten all, and I coumptc them the wormes, 
That gnawes the hartcs of men, in peeces euery daye, 

and fuch alas haue led my Shippe, a wery wilkfome waie, 
From whence if I retorne, I Ihall but wander ftill, 

and fynd noe path to tread upon, tliat can content ray will, 
Heare haue I hoyft my fayle, as hye as wind can blowe, 

here had I frendes whofe nod or bccke, a world might overthrowc, 
And ftill my ftaienge ftaffe, did ftand by one alone, 

whofe gentle hart is now become, as hard as Marble ftone. 
To me the cafe is fuch, that mi(hap tlius is myne^ 

when I am worne vnto tlie bones, he letts me starue and pyne. 
He letts me fmke or fwyme and (hifte by flight of brayne, 

as though my head fo gamefome were, to fet on euery maine. 
Since frendfliipe feble growcs, and men can caufles chaunge, 

and will this daie familliar be, and tourne to morrow ftraunge^ 
I will goe feeke my happes, through fludes and fair Sea fome, 

and rather perifhe on the Rockes, then thus to ftarue at home, 
Amongft my cheefeft frendes, a mid my natuie foyle, 

when neuer yet in anye poynt, I fuffered blot or foyle, 
Wher all the world might faie, I fucte vp many a wronge, 

where well a way fome other thinke, I poore man Hue to longe, 
Where let my trueth be tried, I craue but fmall reward, 

and where when fortune doth me right, the prince maie me r^ardc. 

Finis. 
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and preiie Phampkilots. 

The Unfertaintie of feruice by John 
Keeper to his friend HawelL 

OF late whe Primrofe gan to peare, on Medows bancke fo green^ 
When Daifes whit & Rofe full red, moft chearful al were feene, 
A luftie wight of fturdye blood, in chiefeft times of might, 

I fawe to ride with corage hie, on Palfray trimly dight: 
A Courtier right in braueft weede, of pureft filks fo gay, 

with curious chayne of goodly golde, fo clad in courtlike ray. 
Of liuely yeres, as frefh as Flower, a fine yonge man he was : 

of manly minde not caring ought, how daies or yeres dyd pafTe. 
Not ought did want that might prefer, the greateft ioylitie : 

for hart and hands, both legges & limmes, were then in foueraigntie* 
As thus he rode in coradge bolde, as well him semde full braue : 

he met in Feild an aged man, well ny his ghaftly graue. 
Of coulor pale with writhed browes, and wrinckled face to note, 

who leande vnto his feble ftaffe, with slender leggs god wot : 
Mofl homlie was his ragged ray, as man that carde for none, 

of lims fo leane in hungr>'e corpes, a fimple foule alone. 
This luftie youth when once he fawe, where fuch poore man abode, 

he plies his fpurs to horfes fides, and faft he thither rode, 
And aflcde from whence & what he was, and what was Fortunes rage, 

why toyle of youth could not prouide, for this gray hored age. 
This aged man when he behelde, that luftie lad fo nie, 

he lifted up his croked corps and gafde with white of eye, 
And pointed vp his fhaking hands, that nought were els but bones, 

with feble voice and fobbing fighes, thus poures he out his mones : 
Welcom good fonne, I wifh thee well, in thefe thy timely yeres : 

and Grod encreafe by hys decre, thy life to happie cheares. 
But I haue feen and tride to true, that tliofe that run thy race : 

though youth be braue, yet age fliall wayle, in moft vnhappy cafe. 
For I in times haue ferude in Courte, as braue as braueft of all : 

but witleffe youth could not for fee, ill haps, that might befall, 
I wayle my cafe, and rue the men that run the felfe fame way : 

whofe endes will chaunce a like to mine, left forwit, will, do ftay. 
Wherfore yonge man, take heede betime, leaft folly worke thy paine. 

youth ftands not ftill, for times do fleete, as fluds do flow amaine : 

G. i. And 
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Pleasant Sonets^ 

And fince thou art a feruitour, this leame of aged man, 

a miferable life thou led ft, if toyles with fruites thou fcan. 
Of feruing men therfore will I, declare the ftate to thee, 

that thou forewamde by me mayft learne, to flee that mifere. 
When firft thou comft to feruice trade, it femth full fweet a far 

but warie be, moft fweet to men, all vnexpert, is war. 
And eke this talke that I declare, by proofe I knowe it true : 

would God I had not feene it tride, my haplefle hap to rue. 
Beware by me, in prefent youth, who was in ioylitee : 

he happy is whom others harmes, do warie caufe to bee. 
Thy mayfter firft will thee accept, and loue thee paflyng well : 

when luftie Age and limmes of youth, and riches doo excell : 
As longe as thou canft beare thy charge, thy proper cofts to fpende, 

which thou to honour well thy Lorde, doft liberally extende, 
As longe as thou with money ftorde, or qualities art freight, 

moft fayre thy malfter fpeekes to thee, moft loyfuU is his plight : 
Moft chearefull peares his pleafant face, all times continually : 

and ftill he faith, he full is bent to help, and chearifh thee. 
Fayr wordes they fay, make fooles to faine, truft not fwet promife kind, 

before the deedes agree to wordes, which thou by proofe (halt finde. 
For though thou be, in fauour greatft, yet come a fudden blaft, 

that Maifters loue, may turne to hate, as one difpifde at lafte. 
Still flialt thou flie, both carks aud cares, for mayfters worthy ftate : 

to ride, to run, in heate and colde, at times both er and late 
In perels plunge and dangers greate, thou fealft continuallie : 

thy life thou doft adventure oft, for Maifters caufe to dye, 
When others fleape in quiet bedde, thou ridft in nightes that be, 

in ftiewres and ftormes to do the thyng, that Lorde commits to thee. 
In perels oft of enmies fwordes, in groues and buftiie place, 

this doutfull waies for Mafters caufe, thou runft in painfull race. 
At home thou must in prefence be, to ftiewe thy diligence, 

for maifter all the trauaile is, but all thine owne expenfe. 
In order thinges thou muft addrefle, both here and theare to goc : 

to crie and call, to talke and toyle, this is thy endles woe. 
Now mafter calls, now miftris fpeakes, now vp and downe goe now, 

now tarie here, now goe thou theare, at all commaundes be tbou. 

Yet 
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Pleafent Sonets. 

Yet when thy maifter likes thee well, thy miftres may thee hate : 

and thus betwene Caribdis rockes, thou failft in doubtfull flate. 
Yf both thee loue, tis but for times, they ftande vnconstantlie, 

for maifter geues, his eare perhaps, to fauninge flatterie. 
And then a preuie fooe maye worke, a treuthles tale to tell : 

that fauour fleeth, and maifter hateth, whom late he loued full well. 
oruell tonge, O mafters fonde, that fo will bende their eares, 

to caufe a faithfuU feruantes hart, to mone in heauie cheares. 
But thoufande wayes befides may g^owe, displeafure great in place, 

that ihall thee bring from ioyfull hart, into a dolefull cafe. 
This is the fureft certaintie, of feruice that maie fall, 

this is the wofuU haps of men, in place illiberall. 
At beck thou art, to come and goe, a bondage tis yee fee. 

who wilbe linckt in feruitude, if well he may go free ? 
The crouked clowne, with all his toyle, fealth not one halfe thy paine^ 

to whom the tylled foyle reftores, for laboures, gratefuU gayne. 
Bat thou for fruites fo well deferued, by longe applied care, 

perchaunce may get but only hate, not one good worde to fpare. 
Barraine lande, O fruteleffe feilde, to bringe a fort to woes : 

for when they hopde to haue rewarde, nought els but hatred groes. 
What man can iudge of fuch a foyle, that hath both eyes to fee, 

but that he will accompt the ende, a mortall mifere : 
If once thou hapft away to be, when maister cals thee well, 

what checks thou haft at thy retorne, I neede not here to tell. 
Yea oft we see for abfence fmall, though caufe full great appeare, 

thy maifter taunth, and maiftris frownes, a3 Heg of Hell flie weare. 
And once if thou from fauour fall, then laboureth flatteryng fpies : 

to hoyfe thee out of favour cleane, by lewde and knauifti lies. 
And commonly this thing doth hap, when youth and goods are fpent, 

for then to driue thee of in deede, his minde is fully bent : 
And foone will he geue credit then, to thofe that thee depraue : 

alas for all our carkes and cares, this is rewarde wee haue, 
When faithful! man hath thus long ferued, in truth of tried hart : 

in thend (hall vice ingratytude, retracte his iuft defarte. 
youth beware, O men bewyfe, what foole fo blinde is hee, 

that will fpende out his youthfull yeres, fuch feruingman to be ? 

G. ii. 
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and preti Pamphilets, 

A feruyngman, what motne will loue, their names are odious, 

their life abhorde as wicked waies, and trade most impious. 
This will the hellish fclaunderous lipps, of honest man report, 

and though the feruingman be good, yet rayles the enuious fort : 
When thus is fpent thy golden youth, and many goodly yeres : 

and left the waies of furer life, where greater fruites appeares : 
When fpent be goods both ftock and ftore, and all in feruice care : 

and liued longe at charge of freinds, whofe bagges for thee go bare. 
Then comth on thee difpleafures great, at one vnhappy howre, 

that maifter hates whom well he loued, & tumes thee out his dowre. 
Then age with charge and toyling paines, fo many yeres of truft, 

are now at once on fudden loft, and all is layde in duft : 
Thus thou for toyle and great expenfe, haft fmall rewarde to take : 

now age draweth on and all is fpent, and all men thee forsake. 
And thou art left in beggers ftate, that were in youth fo fine^ 

what miserie is like to this, what woes then like to thine ? 
In hope fome liue to be preferde, for worke to haue his gaine, 

but hope may miflfe, though wide he gap, he gapeth perchauce in vaine 
Where one wee fee to be preferde, three liue for lacke as ftaruid, 

and other eke (hall haue the fruites, that they haue well deferuide. 
And this is caufe that I olde man, am poore whom none regarde, 

for I haue felt for feruice longe, the maisters (hort rewarde. 
What greater plagues or woes can be, then loft deferued meede, 

and Lorde to turne his feruant of, in time of greateft neede : 
Of feruice longe this is the ende, as, ftill by proofe ye fee^ 

for faithfull harts of feruants true, thefe are rewardes that bee. 
For longe expenfe and charge of freinds, this is rewarde againe, 

for lofte of time in golden youth, this is the tried gaine. 
For toyling paines and labours longe, this fruiteleflfe endes that bee : 

alas this is the death of some, when Lordes ingrate they fee. 
But chiefe when age, doth once appeare, that labour none they haue, 

the miftres cries what makft thou heare, be packing doting knaue : 
So are they like vnto the Dog, in Hunt that runs his race, 

who hath in youth been well efteemde, and liuide in careles cafe, 
But when in age he weried is, that hunting all is paft, 

go hange, they crie the cursed cur, this is reward at laft. 

This 
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Plea/ant Sotiets. 

This is the ende, this is rewarde, for paines and loffe of age : 
learae yonge man that ieruice then, in none inheritage. 

A figne of this of youth ill fpent, an aged man am I, 
alas no refuge is for me, O death nowe let me die, 

wretched ftate, O cruell courfe, O port of penurie, 
pitte of pagnes, O peftlent race, O fincke of miferie, 

witles iraies O frutles factts, O badge of beggers ftate, 
plumpe of paines O endles woes, O man infortunate. 

Retire my fonne this race to run, that life vncertaine is, 

who liues in ftate of Seruitours, lives ftill in doubtfulnes. 
What is the caufe, ingratitude, withdrawes the helpyng hande, 

fince feruing weights by dayly toyle, are praife of noble band. 
What is the ftate of noble troope, if faruants haue no powres, 

alone is knowen a princely porte, by traine of feruitoures ? 
By feruice dew is well diftinft of ftate the right degrees : 

as feruants feme in hoping harts, and crouch with humble knees. 
Where are the men more courteous, then men of seruice free : 

what men are more of comely corps, then Courtly feruants be ? 
Who knowes the courfe and trade of men, but feruants daily care ? 

who are more feate or trim traind vp, then manerd feruents are ? 
Who ftronge or tall of perfonage, but men of feruants route ? 

who beares the cares & bront of wars, but feruants arms fo ftoute ? 
What then of more neceflitie, then feruitours full trewe. 

why then fliall they haue ill rewards, in thend their ftates to rewe ? 
Lo hcare good fonne I haue declarde, fome part of thy degre : 

beware betimes, hereafter fay, that I haue tolde it thee : 
Then came the courtly Courtier, wherein his prayfe redownes, 

and gaue vnto this aged man, for helpe full twentie Crownes, 
And faide till death in mindefull breft, this counfall will I graue, 

and eke in time I hope by wit, thereof the fruites to haue, 

1 thanckes reftord withe hartye loue, which tongue dooth faint to tell : 
god thee preferue to happie dayes, O Father deare farewell : 

Fare well (quoth he) with thoufande thankes, & God thy iomey fpeede 
which thus haft helpe[d] my aged yeres, in times of greateft neede. 

Thus fayd : that aged man full glad, with lingring fteps on went, 
and laith his corps in plefant fhade, of Oken tree fo bent : 

G. iii. For 
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and preti Pamphileis, 

For tonge with talke now werie was, and hart for gift was glad : 
wherefore he went to recreat, his limmes that weakneflfe had, 

And laying downe his bodie weake, he layde his Staffe him bye, 
and leande his head on Elbow bare, and clofde his fleeping eye. 

Finis. 



Howell to his frdtide Keper. 

THe feruynge ftate which you reiect, 
By open caufe that you detect, 
Deferues fo great a prayfe in deede, 
As great contempts cannot exceede. 

Who ferves not God is voyde of bliffe, 
In noble feruice freedom is. 
And he that hath cleare eyes to fee, 
Perceaues that all men feruants bee. 

For Princes greateft ferue God aboue, 
And men them ferue in God by loue, 
As God geueth gifts who him regards, 
So Lord his feruant true rewards. 

What greate rewards of Maisters be, 
By feruice got wee dayly fee ? 
Some Knights be dubde for their awarde, 
To greater ftate, thence forth prefarde. 

And eke wee fee in meaner fort, 
The Lords that keepe the ftately port, 
Theire feruants keepe in ioylitie, 
And them prefar to dignitie. 



If 






Plea/ant Sonets. 

If feniants then receaue their meede, 
And eche man feruant is in deede, 
In this difprayfe of them fo preft, 
Include your felfe emongft the reft. 

They are preferd, why fay ye noe, 
Their Maifters gifts do dayly growe, 
Exalt therfore good Courteours, 
And eke the courte of Seniitors. 

Finis. 



Keeper his an/wer to. H. 

FReind Howell hope thou quietly, 
To feme thy Lord moft faithfully, 
No man to much can prayfe fuch men, 
No Maifter good depraues my pen. 

I fpeake of Maifter Couetous, 
Vnkinde, vniuft, vncourteous, 
Vnfweet, vnmeet, to feme at all, 
Not good, not iuft, not liberall. 

Therfore ye take my worde amiflfe^ 
All famants are, moft tme it is : 
Yet I do geffe by inwarde moode, 
All femants feme not Maifters good. 

Finis, 
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HOWELL HIS DEUISES, 

1581. 



Note. 

The only known exemplar of Howell's ' Deuifes ' is that 
in the Bodleian (Malone 342) — from which our reproduction 
is derived. See our Introduction on certain pieces in the 
' Arbor/ &c., that are repeated in the * Deuifes.' As they 
are relatively small, and as to have omitted them would 
have thrown the pagination and arrangement out of order, 
it has been deemed expedient to give them here as well. 
There are additions and variations in the later texts. On 
the verso of the title-page, there is a page-size woodcut 
coat of arms, with the legend ' Virtus in Ardvo/ — G. 




H. 

His Deuifes, for his owne 
exerctfcy and his 

Friends pleafure. 

(V) 

Vincit qui patitur. 
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^r^ To the Right Honorable and moft 

verfuoHS Lady, the Lady Marye 

Counteffe of Pembrooke. 

HE LITTLE POET ACCIVS NOT 
\kfi<nving which way to couer the fnialenejfe of hys 
\persofi, which was fomewhat kjfe tJien the meane^ 
thought beji to haue a great picture drawne for hys 
Counterfeyte : This Poet no doubt had fome mea- 
ning in this deuifey forpiSlures often go there^ where 
the perfon whom tJiey reprefent are not admitted: And it might be 
that firangers feeing the great fhape, would imagine Accius to be a 
tall man. Tewcer a cunning Archer^ but afaynte harted Sotildiour, 
then wanted no courage when he was clofe couered with the Target 
of his brother A iax. VliffeSy wltofe rype wyt made full amends for 
his weake body^ thought no aduenture dangerous^ tlumgh neuerfo 
perillous^ if he were proteiled with thefhield of Pallas. So I right 
Noble Ladye knowing my abilitie to wryte^ to bee farre lejfe 
then the perfoti of Accius, and fo more lykely to incurre more 
rebukes : my courage ilierfore more faynte then eyther Tewcers, or 
VltJjTes, and fo more needing fome flrong defence, haue aduentured 
to place in the foref runt of this little treatife, the tytleofyour name, 
as a great portrature to a little body^ as afurefhield to a weake War- 
riaur^ as a fafe defence againfl any danger. For as they which fhould 
fee the piSlure of Accius ^ would imagine it to aunfwere his perfon : 
foifthe Reader hereof behold your name in the fyrfl leafe, he will 
deeme the whole Booke the more fruitfully andtheframer thereof the 
mare skilfull: but if he fhall once perceyue your Honor to be Pa- 
troneffe to this labour^ he will eyther loue ity bicaufe he doth honor 
you^ or wil not dare to reproch it, bicaufe he perceyueth you are as 
ready, and knoweth you are as able to defend it, as eyther A iax was 
to garde Tewcer, or Pallas toguyde Vliffes. I cannot right vertu- 
ous Ladye, imagine there was any e greater caufe that might induce 
Accius to frame fo bigge a picture: or caufe Aiax to fhielde Tew- 
cer : or mooue Pallas to regarde thefafety of Vliffes : then myfelfe 

A. iij. ftozv 
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now haue to vfe y&ur Honors defence. Accius his pHlure might 
with ajiranger couer the Jhortnejfe ofhisperfon : your namefliaU 
to the Reader be recompetue for tlie greatfiejfe of my ignorance. 
Tewcerfled to Aiax bicaufe he was his owne brother: Iprefutne to 
feeke ayde of your Honor ^ bicaufe I am your poore feruant. Pallas 
did defende Vliffes bicaufe fhee knew he followed and loued her: 
Your Ladifhip (I trufl) wyll be my proteRion^ bicaufe I honor 
andferueyou, which I haue done in tymes pafl, now doe^ and euer 
hereafter zvil do, in fuch forte, tliat tJie worlde fliould be wytneffe, if 
my abilitie to fhew it, were as great as my wil is ready to performe 
it, I would be found equal in dutiful zeale towards your Honor, to 
Vliffes in harty affeSlion towards Pallas, Therfore right Noble 
Lady let me be bold to remember you in behalf e ofmyfelfe, of thai 
which Detnofihenes is reported to haue fpoken to Alexander, in 
defence of the Atlienians. You Iiaue (fayd he) mofl worthy Em- 
per our, by fortune no greater good tlien tltat you maye: by nature 
no better gifte then that you wifhe to doe good to many. The ere- 
dite and efUmation your vertuous life, and rare wifedome hath pro- 
cured you: the honorable curtefie and fweete behauiour wherewith 
Nature hath plentifully epidued you, flial not be ey titer vnfitly or 
vnfruitfully ufed, if you fhal vouchfafe to imploy the one in de- 
fence, and fhew the other in good acceptance of this flender worke 
of your feruant, which as I did wryte atydle times in your houfe, to 
auoyde greater ydleneffe or worfe bufineffe : fo I prefent it humbly 
vnto yoUf as a tefKmony of my bounden dutie, euer crauing your 
Hofior to pardon my bolde prefumption : and ftyl befeeching 
the Almighty e to bleffeyou in earth with much 
honour, and in Iteauen to crowne 
you with etemall 
felicitie. 

^^L^ Your Honors humble andfaythfull 

Seruant Tho: HouelL 
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T[ To the Reader. 

WHere none but Nature is the guyde, Minerua hath no parte, 
Then you her Nurcelings beare with him,y* knows no aide of arte. 
I wake my wyts to pleafe my felfe, nought reaking praife or blame, 
I force my pen to purge my brayne, though matter fmall I frame. 
In which attempt, if lack of fkill, haue led my Mufe awry, 
Let my well meaning minde the miffe, in eche refpect fupply. 
If patterns wrought by Arte, of curious workman here thou feeke, 
Thy trauayle then thou (halt not lofe, to looke and neuer leeke. 
But if good will may thee fuffife, perufe, and take thy pleafure. 
In Natures fchoole my little Ikill : I learned all by leafure. 
Here nothing placed is, that may the vertuous forte offende, (mende. 
Though enuious Carpers barke and fnarle, at things tliey fcarce can 
Whofe chiefeft grace is wife to feeme, by blotting others deedes, 
Whofe paynted flowers in proofe full oft, fall out but ftincking weedes. 
The chafte defyre with honed ryme, miflykes no whitt in minde. 
But venomde Spyders poyfon take, where Bee doth honey finde. 
With greater eafe a fault is founde, then well to welde the reste : 
It differs much to tell the tale, and words mifplafte to wrefte. 
By patterns here difplayed to thee, thou mayft perhaps preuente 
The poyfoning bayts of bitter fweete, whofe blifle brings (harp euente. 
Diflo}rall loue and filthie luft, thou here art taught to flee : 
With other Sawes to fundry endes, though hewed rough they bee. 
That lyfe is lyke a Bubble blowne, or fmoke that foone doth paflfe, 
That all our pleafures are but paynes, our glorie brittle glafle. 
That Fortunes fruites are variable, no holde in Princely mace : 
That womens myndes are mutable, that death drawes on apace. 
That worldly pompe is vanity, that youth vnwares decayes : 
That high eftate is (lipperie, that onely vertue ftayes. 
Here leame thou mayft: with diuers notes, gaynft fraude and flattery. 
That may fuffice to warne the wife, to voyde fuch battery. 
And eke thou here mayft viewe and fee, how Bewtie cruell hafte 
Doth make, to (hun the gallant face, where (he but late was plafte. 
That (he is Natures priueledge, and fo is fayd to bee 
Becaufe (he feldom giues that gyfte, but where (he caufe doth fee. 

That 
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To the Reader. 

That beawtie is a dumbe difceite, not hauing worde or arte : 
And yet with filent crafte fhe can, perfwade the hardeft harte. 
Sheconquereswherefhecomes by kinde: for Creatures faireprocure, 
By naked lookes, fuch yeelding harts, as they wifhe to allure. 
Whofevaynedelyghts if thoudefier,thy thryfte goes to the grounde, 
(And yet by honeft loue we fee, the greateft wealth is founde.) 
Apollos troope my faults will paffe, and waye my want herein, 
Whofe freindly fauor if I gaine, I prife not Pan a pin. 
The trauell myne, the pleafure thine, if ought thou here doe leekc, 
Thy good reporte, for paynes y mployed is fole rewarde I feeke. 

Virtus honor em parit 

IT Faults efcaped in the printing. 

In the Sonet entitled Ruinethe reward of Vice, the feconde line, for 

ioy,reade ioyes. And in the fyft ftaffe of the fame Sonet, the laft line, 

for forfing, reade falfing. 

In the anfwere to the poefie written of Fanfie, the lafte l)me, for you 

reade your. 

In the Golden world, the xvij vearfe and fyrft word, for Gor, read For. 

In the Sonet entiteled hir lotier that made a conquest ofkir^ the viij. 

StafTe, the lad line, for fhamefull, read ihameleffe. 

lTLfnansimpiette,fainesfalfedeitte,\h^ firft verfe,for faine,read faynde. 

In Sorrowedifclofedfo^newhateafedyiox fetled forrows,read forrowe. 

Infuck faints, fuch feruice, toward the ende of the Sonet, for when, read 

whence. 

In what Nature feuerethy arte hardly ioyneth, the lafte line of the firft 

ftaffe, for foone read fame. 

In the vanity ofritches, after the fixt line read. For who hath moft of 

fuch a ftore, the more he feares as thralL Which is there lacking. 

In Difcorde makes weake, what,8cc. the laft lyne faue one, for guyde, 

read guyle. 

InReafonandfafKiedo oftefivafy,t\it firft word, for there,read where. 



172 







^ Delightfull Difcourfes 

to fundry purpofes. 

IT No ajfurance but in Verttu. 

Ho wifely (kans, the weake and brittle ftayes, 
)That Natures Imps, within thys vale poffeffe, 

e dyuers haps, the ftraunge vncertayne wayes, 
That headlong forth we runne beyond all geffe, 
Shall foone percejme, that euery worldly ioye, 
Short pleafures yeelds, imixte with long anoye. 

Though whorde of heaped (lore, for more delight, 

Our Cofers keepe, to pleafe our greedie lufte: 

Yea, though our time we paflfe in ioyfuU plight, 

And in thys Xyi^ repofe our chiefeft truft, 

Yet worldly pompe, when all is fayde and done, 
Doth vade away, lyke Snowe againft the Sonne. 

A tyme of byrth Dame Nature doth vs giue, 
A tyme to dye Ihee lykewife doth prouyde : 
No fooner doe we fyril beginne to liue. 
But ftraight to death vnwares away we flyde. 

And yet alas, our fancies are fo frayle. 

That all our ioye is here to ho3^e vp Sayle. 

But fuch as fet their Heauen of lingering lyfe. 
In pleafures lap, whofe froward tickle wheele 
(Sayth wifdoms fonne) with frowning turn is ryfe, 
To drowne their bliffe, that blyndly fo doe reele. 

By fearche Ihall fynde, eche fleeting pleafure vaine, 
When Vertues Impes, with Vertue highe ihall raigne. 

Then who fo fees, the Sugar ftrawde on Gall, 
And (hunnes the fame, by facred Vertues Ikill : 

B.j. Shall 
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Shall fafely ftande, when FoUyes children fall, 
That heedlefle holde, Dame pleafures wanton will. 

Thus Vertue ftayeth, when Vices fteps doe flyde, 

So are they bleft, that doe in Vertue byde. 

t Profperitie ought not cau/e pre/umption^ nor 

aduerfitie force difpayre, 

WHere Fortune fauoreth not, what labor may preuaile ? 
Wh5 frowning fate wil needs thruft down, what fhall he win 
With pacient mind to yeeld, is fure the foundest way, (to waile ? 
And call our cares and griefe on him, that fatall force doth fway. 
For Death with equall pace, doth paffe to Princes gate, 
And there as at the Cottage poore, doth knock in one like ftate. 
The tyme or maner how, the highft no more can tell, 
Then pooreft Peyfant placed here, in bafe eftate to dwell. 
Sithe then fuch feeble (lay, in mortall might we finde, (minde. 
Why (hould the wante of worldly droffe, in dole once daunt our 
The Tylman pore in toyle, that fpends the weary day, 
Whofe welth will fcarce fupply his wante, when fome whoordc 
Fals not to flat difpaire, ne yet his labor leaues, (heaps y^ play. 
Though fcarce y* Hubble prooues his (hare, when others (hock the 
But Hues with mind content, more free fro care & ftrife (flieaues 
Then thofe y* hunger higheft hap, where dangers dwel moft rife. 
Though prowde ambition blinde, puft vp with glory vaine, 
Deteft their ftate that riches wante, with hawty high disdaine. 
The Seas oft troubled are, by winds that whyrling flye, 
When Ihallow ftreams yeeld water cleere, in valleis low y* lye. 
High Mountaynes fet on fyre, by lightning eke we fee, 
When Paftures placed vnderneath, in nothing altered bee. 
The foremoft front in fight, are neereft deadly wound. 
The lofty tree is foonft blowne down, & leueld with the grounde. 
So fuch as thirft to clymbe, to daunger moft are thrall, 
Whofe flyding glory fawced is, with honey mixt with GalL 
For who fo gript with griefe, if Fortune lifte to lowre. 
As thofe that earft did feede at full, vpon her fayreft flowre ? 

Which 
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to fundry purpojes. 

Which change full oft hath falne, through her vnconftantnefle. 

And whome ihe lately laught vpon, throwne down remidilefle. 

Was Alexander great, that many daungers paft. 

For all his mightie conquefts wonne, not flayne himfelfe at lafte ? 

A Kings fonne eke I finde, for Fathers t}rranny, 

Conftraynd to worke a Smith in Forge, by harde neceflity. 

Such is the fading force, of Fortunes fickle powre, 

Whofe fruitfulft fruite both rypes and rottes, in leflfe space then 

Such is her tickle truft, fuch are her flipper fteps, (an howre. 

That what flie feemes to fowe in ioy, with forrow oft (he reaps. 

Attribute all to him, that fate doth guyde therefore, 

With willing mind embrace thy lot, where rich thou be or pore. 







If Once wamde^ twice amide. 

Hylfte flye deceyte, by fleight of fmyling cheare^ 
[Yeeldes tickling hope, to dandle on our dayes : 
We dreade no guyle, no doubling drift we feare. 
Our founde beliefe fuch fetled truft doth rayfe. 
But when in fyne, we finde our felues mifled, 
We blame the frawde that fo our fancies fed. 

And gripte with griefe, our former truft we wayle, 

Exclayming lowde that falfliood fo can fayne, 

When glofling ihewes clokt vnder friendfhips vayle, 

Fals out but fleyght, to fofter hope in vayne, 

Loe thus full oft, what deemde hath bene the funne, 
Proofe Cynthea findes, whofe courfe more lowe doth runne. 

As fome haue tryde through time and trauell fpente, 

Who tra)mde by truft, haue deemde good hap there plaft, 

Had fwayed the foyle, where mine all to rente, 

Hath due defart, with rigour downe defaft. 

Whofe Ihort regarde, for long imployed toyle, 
May wame the wife of frawde to feare the Foyle. 

B. ij. f Flattery 




DelightfuU Difcourfes 

IT Flattery the Vayle of Frawde. 

^Ayre words foule deeds, pretended and forethought, 
Who can but hate, that holds tlie feare of God : 
Fa)me you that lyft, fuch practife prooues but nought, 
Vyle diueliflie driftcs, prouoke loues wrathful! rod. 
Which fure will fall, if we in fynne perfeuer. 
Shame is the fniite, of frawde and foule endeuor. 

Wherein beholde, fome mafks in Nettes at Noone, 
Yet deeme they walke in clowdes of clofe difguife : 
Hoyfte vp in thought, to reach beyond the Moone, 
When all the worlde, their coucrt cunning fpyea 

But thefe to name, my pen and fpeeche (hall fpare. 
Who medleth lead, lead cumbred is with care. 

It me fufBzen may to note their driftes, 
That weene by wyles, the worlde to weald at will : 
Their glofing fhewes, their flye and guylefuU (hiftes, 
To trayne fuch on, as fynde not out tlieir (kylL 

Whofe tumes to feme, though fooles a tyme be dandled, 
The wyfer wincke, that fee how things are handled. 



t No greater contrariety, then in thepafsions o/Laue. 

5N Wyll to ftrong, in worke to weake is loue, 
^ In hope to bolde, in feare more faynte then needes : 
In thought a thoufand guyles it ftryues to proue, 
In guyle, fufpition painefull paffions breedes. 
Sufpition eafely yeelds to light beleefe. 
And light beleefe to iealoufie is thrall, 
The iealous mynde deuoures it felfe with griefe. 
Thus loue at once doth frye, freefe, ryfe and fall. 
On pleafures pafte to thinke, it takes delighte, 
Whyles prefcnt bliffe, by fonde conceyte it balkes, 

Although 
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to fundry pnrpofes. 

Although the fruite it fynde, be penfiue ph'ght, 
For better chaunce, yet carelefle on it walkes. 
Thefe are tlie feedes that Venus Baby fowes, 
As tafte they fliall, tlie bitter crop that mowes. 




t In vttering of farrowe^ fame folace. 

lY carefull cafe, and penfive pyning plight ; 
Conftraynth my Pen, againft my will to wright : 
The plunged ftate, wherein I lyue and dwell, 
Doth force me forth, my doleful! tale to tell. 

My heaped woes, all folace fets afyde, 
Whofe fecret fmarte (alas) I fayne would hyde, 
But as the subject Oxe, to yoke muft yeelde, 
So vanquifht wightes, are forfle forfake the feelde. 

My lucklefTe lotte, denies me all releife, 
I feeke for helpe, but finde increafe of griefe. 
I languifhe ftill, in long and deepe difpaire. 
Yet (hunne to ftiewe the caufe of this my care. 

I couet nought, that reafon might denye, 
Ne doe I feeke by meanes to mounte on hye : 
But what I feeke, if I the fame might finde, 
Then eafde fhould be, mine vncontented mynde. 



t Miferie the ende of Letchery. 

OFylthy letchery, Whofe fmoke is infamy, 

Fyre of foule fraylty Whofe fparkes are vanity, 

Nurffe to ympietie, Whofe flame obfcuriry, 

Warre, pryde, and ieloude, Whofe coles impurity, 

Whofe fubilance is gluttony. And aflies myfery. 

B. iij. f The 
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If Thepaines of Loners greats but mine grieucus. 

jHe Froft in flame that Louers finde^ 
And fwelting heat in chilly colde, 
So quite contrary are by kinde» 
As ftrange it feemeth to beholde, 

Strange is the feare that makes them fainte, 

And ftrange the care that chokes their ioy, 

Yet ftranger pailions me attaynte, 

The onely NuriTe of mine annoy. 






IT Ruine the rewarde of Vice. 

|0 you fayre Dames whofe bewties braue do floorifli, 
To you whofe daintie dayes in ioyes are fpent : 
To you whofe prayfe Dame Nature feekes to poolifli, 
To you whofe fancie Venus doth frequent 
To you I wryte with harte and good intent. 
That you may note by viewe of what I fay, 
How Natures giftes foone vade and flyde away. 

Your loftie lookes, time downe full lowe (hall raze. 

Your ftately fteps age eke will alter quite : 

Your fraile defyre that kindleth Cupids blafe, 

Whofe heate is prone to follow foule delight. 

The whip (halbe, that fhall you (harply fmite : 

When euery vice that fproong of Fancie fittes» 
Repentance brings, to thofe the fame committes. 

Is not the pride of Helens prayfe bereft ? 
And Crefsid ftaynde, that Troian knight imbrafed : 
Whofe bewties bright but darke defame hath left, 
Unto them both through wanton deedes preferred. 
As they by dynte of Death their dayes haue ended. 

So ihall your youth, your pompe, aud bewties grace, 
When nothing elfe but vertue may take place. 

Then 
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to fimdry purpofes. 

Then fhake of Vice ye Nymphes of Crefsids Crue, 
And Vertue feeke, whofe praife (hall neuer die : 
With fylthie luft your bodies not imbrue, 
As did this Ilion Dame most wickedly, 
Whofe bliflfe by bale was plagude fo greeuoufly. 
That loe her lyfe in Lazars lodge flie ended, 
Who erft in Courte moft curioufly was tended. 

Her Corps that did king Priants fonne delight, 
Confumde with cares, fent forth fad fighes full colde : 
Her azurde vaynes, her face and fkinne fo white, 
With purple fpottes, feemde vgly to beholde. 
Eche lymme alas corruption gan vnfolde, 

In which diftreffe, and bitter flraine of ruth, 
She begges her bread, for falfing fayth and truth. 

No forrow then might falue her lewde offence. 
Nor raze the blotte that bred her black defame : 
Her dolefull dales alas founde no defence : 
Twas now to late to fhunne the flieete of fhame. 
Which had bewrapt her wrackfull blemiOit name, 
So brode was blowne her crime and cursed cafe. 
That worlds bewrayed her frowning fates difgrafe. 

Loe here the ende of foule defyled lyfe, 

Loe here the fruite that fmne both fowes and reapes : 

Loe here of Vice the right reward and knyfe. 

That cuttes of cleane and tumbleth downe in heapes. 

All fuch as tread Dame Crefsids curfed fteppes, 

Take heede therefore how you your pryme do fpende. 
For Vice brings plagues, and Vertue happy ende. 
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Delightfull Difcourfes. 

IF The bejl Natures, fooneji abufed. 

Etwixte my hope and dreade, grewe fuch debate, 
When fyrft I fought thefe naked lines to frame, 
That long I pawfde, as doubtfull to dilate, 
Whether beft proceede, or elfe leaue of the fame, 

Tyll hope at laft, difpayre doth baniftie quight. 

And wylles my Pen affay in verfe to wright 

Feare not (quoth hope) to (hewe thy wylling will, 
(Smale feedes fometime may light on gratefuU ground :) 
If none had wrote but Clarks of Tullies fkill, 
Sweete fawes had funck, which now aflote are founde, 
Then caft of dread, difpayre no whyt at all, 
Difeafes great are cuerd with Medicins fmall. 

Thefe cheerefull wordes, no fooner gan reuiue 
My Mufe, but (Iraight in mynde I me bethought, 
How Gnatos fefte through Flattery doe contriue, 
Eche guilefuU glofe, tyll they their wyles haue wrought, 
Whofe great abufe, though briefly here I touch, 
I fpare to fpeake, what might be fayde of fuch. 

Oh friendfhip founde, though fundry yeelde a (howe. 
Yet fewe there be, in whome is tryed truft : 
Such frawde in friendly lookes doth dayly growe. 
That who moft fawnes, ofte proues the mod vniuft : 

Who fooner fhall well meaning mindes betray. 

Then fuch as beft can Siopins pagent play. 

As Saylers earft, by Sirens fongs alurde, 

Deuoured were that lackt Vlliffes (kill, 

So Noble minds by fuch have bene procurde, 

To credite toyes, that turnde to greater ill. 

The Serpent wife, to ftop hir eares deemes meete, 
When Charmer feemes to charme with voyce moft fweete. 

For 
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to fundry purpofes. 

For lyke as fhadowe plafte before the ^yti&y 

Is not the thing that it doth reprefent : 

Nor al prooues Gold that Ihines when touchftone tries, 

Thpugh fayre it feeme vnto fome foule intent : 

No more doe words that paffe from flattering forte, 

Yeelde fuch effect as they doe oft report. 

Some friendfhip faine to giue the greater gleeke, 
Difpleafures doubt another fort conflraines : 
To foothe vp things, which they perhaps miflike, 
By meanes whereof vnfeene, great mifchiefe raignes. 

Some fawne to feme their turne, where fortune fmiles, 
But if fhe frowne, they flee with all their wiles, 

If Such fhewes right well, comparde may be to (hade, 

That feelde is feene, but where the Sunne doth Ihine : 

For as thofe (hapes with euery clowde doe vade, 

So Flatterers faile if Fortune once decline. 

Ufe Serpents flcill againfl: this fubtill kinde, 

Floodes drowne no Fields, before fome brack they finde. 

As lyx^ doth fine, and feperate Golde from drofle, 
And fliews the pure and perfite from the vyle : 
So tryed is when wrackfull ftormes doe tofle, 
The faythfuU Friend from fuch as meane but guyle. 

For like as Doues delight in buildings newe, 

To Cre/sus Court, fo flocks Corebus crewe. 

Let wifedome therfore weld your wayes and deedes, 

Whofe prudent poife brings darkeft doubts to light : 

To quick miftruft in truftieft, treafon breedes, 

The haftie credite oft deemes wrong for right. 

Accounte of thofe, whome Vertues raigne doth guyde, 
For fuch will ftande, when glofing Gnatos flyde. 

C j. IT He 
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Delightfull Difcourfes, 

IT ^1? lykeneth his lotte to Virgils. 

jHough Virgils Vearfe, for loftie ftyle were rare, 
Surmounting farre my feeble Mufes might : 
Yet in this poynte my cafe I may compare 
With his, what tyme another claymde his right, 
And fay with him, though I the feede did fowe, 
Another feekes the fruite therof to mowe. 



Like as the toyling Oxe the Plow doth pull, 
And hath but ilalkes, when others fhare the eares : 
Or as the Iheepe that Nature clothes with wooU, 
Brings forth the Fleece, the (hearer from him fheares, 
Euen much alike it fareth now with me, 
That forft the ground, where others reape the Fee. 

I bred the Bees, thou wouldft the Honey haue, 
I tylde the foyle, thou feekfte by guyle the game : 
I owe the Tree, thou doeft the branches craue. 
Thou prickft for prayfe, where none but I tooke paine. 
What deedes denie, fome wynne by naked wordes, 
I hatchte the broode, though thou poffeffe the byrdea 

Who fo doth hold the light, whilft others Malke, 
No Mafker is perdie, you know right well : 
Nor all whofe (hewes would clayme the greateft taflce, 
Deferues the fame, when truth her tale doth tell. 

Though mine the wrong, yet feemes the loffe fo light, 
As fhame forbids me more therof to write. 




\All 
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to fundry purpofes, 

^ All o/greene Willow, Willow, Willow, Willow, 
Sithe ail ofgreeru Willow Jhall be my Garland. 

Mbrace your Bayes fweetely, that fmile in loues fight, 
And deck you with Lawrell, that dwell in delight, 
To me moft vnhappy, ftill fpurnde by defpight, 
Is giuen writhed Willows to expreffe my ftate right 

Purfuing the Panther whofe fweete doth abound, 
A moft cruell Viper my hard fate hath found : 
Whofe nature to Spyders I well may compare, 
That mercylefle murders, whats caught in her fnare. 

The Lyon doth tender the beaft that doth yeelde, 
The Tyger feemes conftant, once conquerd in field : 
Bellona fliewes fauour to Captiues that fue, 
But Venus refufeth my dolors to rue. 

How (hall I to eafe me vnburden my breft. 
Of thefe penfiue paflions that breeds my vnreft : 
When fpeech wanteth powre, when voyce is vnpreft, 
And wyt wanteth cunning to compafle Loues heft. 

Yet what auayles words, where eares words doe flee. 
Though words to the minde, true meflengers bee ? 
Or what vayleth wyt, where wyll is vntowarde } 
The facrifice loft, where Saints be fo frowarde. 

^ All of greene Lawrell 

|0 fing of forrowe ftill. 
Attending Ventis will, 
Were now but lack of flcill, 
Pittie lyes deade ; 

C. ij. Then 
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Then cad of mourning cheare, 
Let ioyfuU plight appeare, 
Where clouds do neuer cleare, 

Comfort is fledde. 
Looke vp to the Lawrell, and let Willow goe. 
And truft to the true friend, imbrace not thy foe. 

Sing all of greene Lawrell : 
By trauaile who ilriueth, to winne thankleflfe wight, 
Is like one that wafheth a black a Moore white, 

Let all of greene Lawrell bedeck thy Garland. 
Though fome diftill their teares, 
That wrythed Willow weares. 
Yet fainte not at their feares, 

Seeme not to dread : 
The wifefl haue done fo, 
The Valiant wrapt in wo, 
Haue taken ouerthrow. 

By Fancie led. 
Where wyt is conftrayned by will to giue place. 
Their fongs are of forrow, that ioyes would embrace. 

Sing all of greene LawrelL 
Let no deceytfuU ihewes of Venus bright (hine, 
Haue power once to pierce the founde harte of thine. 

So fhall the greene Lawrell fet forth thy garland. 
Waygh not the wauering minde, 
That fleetes witli euery winde, 
Tyll thou fome flay doe finde, 

Truft not to farre. 
Unto Dame Conftancy, 
Bende ftill thy battery, 
Flye fast from flattery, 

With bewtie make warre. 
So (hall thy well lyking not harme thee at all. 
For fayth fixed firmely, fuch fauour will fall. 

That all of greene Lawrell, &c. 

When 
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to fundry purpofes. 

When others in dolors their wrack fhall bewayle, 
Thy (hyp on the founde feas in fafetie may fayle, 

Where crownde with greene Lawrel,in ioy thou Ihalt fing. 

t No newe fancies, shall alter old lyking. 

jHough Paris prayfe, Apollos Impe gan ftayne, 
When change of choyce his fickle humor fedde, 
And Cartilage cryes, with ftrayned voyce complayne, 
On periurde Prince, by night that faithleffe fiedde. 
Though lafons hefte Medea found vntrue, 
And others mo there be whofe fancye paft : 
That fkome the olde, ftill haunting after newe, 
W)rthin whofe hartes no leeking long may laft, 
Yet tyll fyr PJiebtis beames Ihall lofe their light, 
And Ocean Seas doe cease to ebbe and flowe : 
Untill the day fhall tume to perfite night, 
And Natures course againft her kinde fhall goe, 
My fixed fayth vnfpotted fhall remayne. 
What would you more, I vowe I doe not fayne. 

IT A Dreame. 

Hen Phebus bright w^s fetled in the Weft, 

And darkneffe dimme, the earth had ouerfpread : 
When fylent night, that moues eche thing to reft, 
With quyet pawfe, had plafte me in my bed. 
In flombring Dreame, me thought I heard a wyght, 
His woes bewayle, that grewe through loues despyght. 

Whofe wearing weede and veftures all were greene, 

Saue that his loynes with black were girded rounde : 

And on his breft a badge of blewe was feene, 

In figne his fayth and truth remayned founde. 
He fighed oft and faid, O bliffuU hier, 
When hope with hap may ioye in his defier. 

C iij. But 
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Delightfull Difcourfes 

But ftill to hope, and finde therein no fruite, 

To be in bed, and reftleffe there remayne : 

To feeke to feme, and daylie make purfute, 

To fuch as fet but light of weary payne, 

Doth breede fuch baleful! dole within the breft, 
As quyte bereaues all ioye and quyet reft. 

Though taste of fower, deferue the fweete to gayne, 
Yet cruell Fate I fee the fame denyes : 
So that defyre and wifdome prooues but vayne, 
Without accorde and fauour of the Skyes. 
But fteadfaft hope, feeme not (quoth he) to quayle, 
The heauens in tyme, may turne to thine auayle. 
Scarfe had he thus his wofuU fpeech concluded, 
When wake I did, and fawe my felf deluded. 

IT The lamentable ende of lulia 
Pompeis Wyfe, 

Ore plungde in greeuous paynes and wofuU fmarte. 
Bedewed with trickling teares on Death like face : 
Downe trylles the drops on cheekes & fighes from hart, 
To heare and fee her huft)ands dolefull cafe. 
Thus goes thys fpoufe, the wofuU lulia, 
Befprent with bloud, when Pompeis Cote (he faw. 

Downe dead (he falles in lamentable founde, 
Of fence bereft (fo great was forrowes ftrayne) 
The chylde conceyud within by deadly wounde, 
Untymely fruit came forth with pinching payne. 
When all was done, for loue her lyfe (lie loft, 
For Pompeis fake, (hee yeelded vp her Ghoft. 

So dead (he laye, bewaylde with many teares, 
A Patrone wife, a famous Ornament : 
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to fitndry purpofes. 

Ccefar fhe had feene full cheerefull yeares, 
If thou with Pompey couldft haue bene content, 

But ciuill warres hath wrought this fatall ftryfe, 

To Pompey death, to lulia losse of lyfe. 

T Secrecy, for fome forr owes y a needefuU remedy. 

like as the captiue Wight, in chayned lincks doth lye, 
And hopes at Sife to be releaft, is the condemde to dye. 
Euen fo alas my lot, by frowning fate doth fall, 
That fought to feede on fweete delight, but found moft 
My reftleffe labour loft, I iuftly may compare, (bitter Gall 

To Sijiphus that neuer fleepes, and griefe to Tititis care. 
For after fundry ftormes, when calme I thinke to finde, 
More rougher rage a new doth rife, to ftaine my daunted minde- 
And when my quelling cares, I feeke by meanes to cure, 
Moft deepeft dynte of inwarde woe, alas I doe endure. 
Prometheus pincht with payne, nor Ixion whyrlde on wheele. 
More grypes by griefe doe not fuftaine, then I vnhappy feele. 
The fomme of my vnreft, yet couert will I keepe. 
And fecretly my forrowes fup, when others founde doe fleepe. 
To eafe my penfyue breft, a Vearfe though here I frame, 
The burfting forth of forrows mine, fhal breed no further blame. 
My fydes fhall fliryue this fmart, my hart fliall waft with woe, 
Ere I the fecrete of my caufe bewray to friend or foe. 
Saue onely to the Saint, that fwayes my lyfe at wyll, 
Whofe pittie may prolong the fame, or crueltie may kyll. 

t The ende of lyfe, the begynning of blyffe. 

gHy fhoulde we feare to dye ? 
Or feeke from Death to flye. 
When Death the way doth make, 
Eche worldly woe to flake, 
By whome we pafle to ioye. 
Where neuer comes annoye. 

C. iiij. Our 
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Delightfull Di/cotirfes, 

Our tiyfling tryumphs heere, 
Though we efteeme them deere, 
Are like to vapours vayne, 
That wafte with little rayne. 
Deluding Dreames in deede. 
Whereon our fancies feede. 
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What yeelde our pleasures all, 
But fweeteneffe mixt with Gall, 
Their pryme of chiefeft pride, 
Unwares away doth Aide, 
Whofe fliewe of fweete delight, 
Oft dymmes our perfyte fight. 

Though loue in loftie feate, 
Haue placed Princes great, 
With Regall rule to raigne, 
His glory to explaine, 
Yet vades their pompe and powre. 
As doth the W3rthred Flowre. 

Loe here the fureft ftaye, 

The worlde dotli yeelde vs aye, 

Thy deareft friend to daye, 

To morrow falles away, 

Whofe wante thou doeft bewayle, 

When teares may nought preuayle. 

Sithe lyfe is myferie, 
Voyde of felicitie, 
Full of anxietie, 
Giuen to impietie. 
The death I happy call. 
That doth bereaue fuch thrall. 





fThey 
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to fimdry purpofes, 

f T/iey foone/i yeelde remedy^ that haue/elt 

fyke extretnitie. 

THe flames of fyre and clowds of cold, repugnant in my breft, 
Hath quite exiled me from ioy, and reft all quiet reft. 
Yet oft (alas) in fliewe I fmile, to fliade my inwarde fmarte, 
When in my laughter waues of woe, well nie do burft my harte. 
Whofe driery thoughts I would to God, were feene fo ful to thee, 
As mine afflicted minde in payne, doth powre them out on mee. 
So fliould perhaps thy frozen hart, now harde as Flintie ftone, 
Within thy breft w^ melting teares, take ruth on this my mone. 
But as he well cannot difcerne, what tempeft Saylers trye, 
That neuer croft the checking tydes, y^ fui^e with waues on hye, 
No more canft thou my cares defcry, for wante of ryper (kill. 
Although in deede the Ihewes thereof, doe pleade for pittie ftill. 
In vayne therfore my penfiue plaintes, by Pen I doe exprefle, 
When both thy will and want of fkill, denies to yeelde redreffe. 
The cruell fates (I feare) forbids, that I fuch blifle fhould finde, 
Or facred loue fome other hap, hath to my (hare aflignde. 

IT A Poejte. 

SIthe foUye tis to wifhe, what may not be enjoyed, 
And wifdom to efchew the harmes, wherwith we are anoyed, 
Let reafon guide thy thoughts, when fancie moft doth fight, 
And count him victor of the Field, that conquers bewties might. 

IT Vnthankfulnejfe of minde^ a mcmfter 

in Nature, 

ON thanklefle Friend, whofe trauayle is impleyde, 
With Afles Damme (hall reape ingratefuU meede : 
Whofe wanton Fole by her fweete mylke acloyde. 
Oft kicks the Nurse, that doth it choycely feede. 

D. j. As 
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Delightfull Di/courfes 

As doe the Vipers broode, whofe yongling long, 

When mothers care with tender loue hath cheri(ht : 

Requite the fame with fuch vngratefuU wrongs 

That in rewarde, her lyfe by them is perifht 

Whofe Nature is vnkindly to deuoure, 

The wombe whence fyrft they tooke their lyuing powre. 
To whom we may the vngratefuU forte compare. 
That Viper lyke, feeke fpoyle, where they (hould fpare. 

T Noble ndnds eyther conquer, or couer. 

jS Scipio fmylde to cloke his couert fmarte, 
What tyme he fawe his happy ftate declyne : 
So fome alike doe fhadowe griefe of harte, 
With outwarde myrth, when inwardly they pyne. 
And to the worlde yeelde forth fuch fliewes of ioye. 
As fewe would deeme, they once did tall annoye. 

WTien they in deede, with Scipios griefe complayne, 
Their (hort r^arde, for long employed payne. 

1 Vngie /ef^iirey. 

TO feme but one, a conftant courage fliowes, 
Who ferueth more, he rightly ferueth none : 
Bafe is the minde that bends to many Bowes, 
Next God, a Prince we ought obey but one. 

One God, one Prince, he femes, defends and feares, 
Vng ieferuireyy for his worde that beares. 

IT Doe, or be still. 

jHe (hallow ftreames, doe murmour more then deepe, 
And Cowards bragge, that dares no weapons prooue : 
Thofe Dogs byte leaft, that greateft barkings keepe, 
Some doe but fayne, whofe fliewes feeme farre in loue. 

Sound is the Tree, whence friendfliips fmite doth fpring, 

Doe or bejiill, let none but Syrens fmg. 
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IT He denies quickly, that giuesjlowfy. 

Ingring delayes, flacke payments doe forefhowe, 
Better no promife, then no performance : 
Sleight are the forrowes, flakte with comforts flowe, 
Eyther fende, or ende, yeelde fome affurance. 

Shyfting delaye, miflyking oft doth breede, 

They foone denye, whofe Suters flowly fpeede. 

l Women are wordes, Men are deedes. 

nought but wordes in women to be founde, 
Then what are they, men, women, or Monfters, 
That yeelde lyke fruite ? or else a hoUowe founde, 
Which fubflance none, but ayre forth vtters. 
By deedes and not by words, men praise obtayne, 
Monfters, no men, whofe deedes their words doe ftayne. 

t Emiye etier depratuth deferte. 

Hou fnarling Curre, that crept in Maunger lyes, 
And lets the Courier there to reache his right : 
Thy malice great, and fwelling falfe furmife. 
Thou out fhouldft barke, before thou fecrete bite. 

But fythe thy cankered nature (needes I fee,) 

Muft byte or burft, I open warre denownce, 

Againft thy kinde, what euer fo thou bee, 

Which feeks by guile our buyldings downe to bownce. 

With Syrens voyce thy tune thou feekft to fayne. 

As though in deede our braynes fo barren were : 

We could not compaffe tryflyng toyes moft playne 

Unleffe our light we fought fome other where. 

Thou barkft abrode of Bookes, from whence it came. 

But can thy head (in fayth) no better geffe : 

D. ij. The 
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Delight/nil Difcourfes 

The toyes themfelues doe bid thee cease for (hame, 

Left more thou fpurne, more folly thou expreffe. 

Well Momus mate, and fonne of Zoylus fecte, 

That fo canft carpe at euery wylling minde : 

Raze nothing downe, till fomething thou erecte, 

Spare others fpoyle, fythe nought in thee we finde. 
Let them enioye the fruites of their defyre, 
That feekes good wyll, and craues no other hyre. 

f A Winters Morning mufe. 

[S by occafion late, towards Brutus Citie olde, 
With quiet pace alone I rode, in winter fliarpe & colde, 
In my delating brains, a thoufand thoughts were fed, 
And battaile-wife a warre they made, in my perplexed 
I thought on tymely change, and mufde on yerely wafte, (hed. 
How winter aye devours the welth, that pleafant fommer plaft. 
I fawe the naked Fields vnclothde on euery fide, 
The beaten bufhes ftand al bare, that late were deckt with pride. 
Whofe fainting fap was fled, and falne from top to roote, 
Eche tree had new caft off his Cote, and laid him at his foote. 
The fmale and fyllie Byrds, fat houering in the hedge. 
And water Fowles by Wynter forft, forfooke the Fenny fedge. 
Thus Nature altering quite, her earthly childrens cheere, 
Doth Ihewe what brittle ftay of ftate, and feeble holde is heere. 
Who as in flender things, fhe fliewes her yerely might, 
So doth fhe like attempt her force, in all degrees aright. 
For as I mufmg rode, I plainely might perceaue, (bereaue. 

That like both change and chance there was, mans ftate that did 
I fawe the mounting minde, that clymbde to reach the Skyes, 
Aduanced vp by Fortunes wheele, on tickle ftay that lyes, 
Fall foone to flat decay, and headlong downe doth reele, 
As fickle Fortune lift to whyrle, her round vnflable wheele. 
Was neuer Prince of power, fo fafe in his degree, 
But deemde fometime the meaner fort, to fyt more fure then hee. 

Then 
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Then to my felfe I fayde, if Fortune ftande vnfure, 

And higheft type of worldly hap, vncertaine doe endure. 

Why third we fo to raigne ? why hunger we for heape ? 

Why preffe we forth for worldly pompe, w^ brech of quiet (leape ? 

Which lyke a Mothe eates out, the gaine of godly lyfe, (ftryfe. 

With all that ftretch their vaine defyre, to wreft thys worlde in 

Whofe fruite of toyling paine, by fweate and forrow fought, 

Is loft in twinckling of an eye, our name confumde to nought 

Yea though by worldly wyles, we thoufande driftes deuife, 

A God there is that laughes to fcorne, the wifedome of the wife. 

When thus along my waye, I diuersly had mufde, 

I founde whome Fortune high did heaue, on fodaine (he refufde. 

Then he by Vertue ftayde, me thought the reft did paffe, 

So farre as doth the pureft Golde, the vile and bafeft braffe. 

Euen he I deemed bleft, that wearing Vertues Crowne, 

Doth liue contet, not caring ought, how Fortune fmile or frowne. 

t Mans lyfe likened to a Stage play. 

Ithe earth is Stage whereon we play our partes. 
And deedes are deemde according to defartes, 
Be wane how thou walkft vpon the fame, 
In playing thy parte, thy courfe vprightly frame. 

Remember when thy tale is tolde, ftraight way 
Another fteps on ftage his part to playe. 
To whome thou muft refigne thy former ftate, 
As one that hath already playde his mate. 

All welth, pompe, powre, high hap and princely Pace, 
Muft yeelden be to fuch as fliall take place, 
As things but lente, to play our parts withall, 
Our meede no more, then our desarts doe fall. 

Not he that playeth the ftatelieft parte moft praife, 
Nor he that weares the ryches[t] robe alwaies, 

D. iij. But 
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But he whofe Vertues (hall exceede the reaft. 
How fo his feate be with the great or leaft. 

Take heede therfore, and kepe eche Ctie fo right, 
That Heauen for hyre vnto thy lotte may light. 
With greedie minde fo wreft not worldly gayne, 
That foule doe fpill, for flyding pleafures vayne. 

Suffifed be with that fufEcient is, 
And feeke the things that bring etemall bliffe, 
So (halt thou here not onely purchafe prayfe. 
But after eke enioy moft happie dayes. 

T To his Mijlrejfe. 

ye name of feruaunt, to familier feeme, 
For fuch whofe feruice neuer fwarude away ? 
Can Noble mindes fo bafe of thofe efteeme, 
That freely yeelde for them to liue or dye ? 
No, no, fome further fetch conceyued is. 
Which hath withdrawne from me that wonted name : 
How fo it be, if I be more amiffe, 
Then founde good will hath once defarued blame. 
The wrekfuU Gods powre downe vpon my hed. 
Such fharpe reuenge as neuer man did feele : 
And let my Ghoft in Lymbo lowe be led, 
To Tantals thyrft, or prowde Ixions wheele. 

What wouldft thou more ? if I not wiflie thee well, 
In Plutos Den, then let me lyue and dwelL 





T Rewards 
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to ftmdry purpofes. 

^ Rewarde doth not alwayes aun/were de/erte. 
Ith my defyre is preft to pleafe 



s 



Though not with glofing ftiowe : 
And eke my deeds if proofe were made, 
Should tell what fayth I owe. 
Whereto (hall I impute my hap, 
To Fate or wante of (kill : 
When nought I finde but tickle truft, 
Where moft I meane good will 

% Who hurte^ mufi heale. 

THe fparkes of loue within my breft, doe daylie fo increafe, 
That euery vain on fyre is fet, which none but y'^ mayft ceafe 
So that in thee confifts my woe, in thee likewife my wealth. 
In thee with fpeede to haft my death, in thee to giue me health. 
O pittie then his reftleffe ftate, that yeeldes him to thy will, 
Sithe loe in thee it wholy lyes, my life to faue or fpilL 
That neyther doe I glofe or faine, I laue to witnefTe call, 
Who knows the heat of fixed harts, when they to loue are thrall, 
And fhall I thus a wofuU Wight, in rigor ftill remayne ? 
Shal fuch as fmale good wil me beare, thy grace frd me reftrayne ? 
Shall falfe perfwation fo preuaile, to let our wifhed ioye ? 
Shall fayth and troth for their rewarde, reape naught but fharpe 
Or elfe ftial want of pyning welth, retract my iuft defier. (annoy? 
Do not the Gods at pleafure theirs, the lowe eftate raife higher ? 
Is not the worlde and all therein, at their difpofing ftill ? 
Doth it not reft in them to giue, and take from whom they will ? 
No reckleiTe race then fhalt tliou runne, ne follow vaine delight, 
In yeelding help to cure his harme, that holds thee dearft in fight 
Ne yet from tip of Fortunes wheele, y^ ftialt ne Aide nor fwarue, 
Sudi hope I haue of better hap, the Fates do yet refarue. 
Thy perfon, not thy pelfe, is all I wifho and crauc, 
Which more I vowe I do efteeme, then heaps of coyne to haue. 

D. iiij. The 
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Delightfull Difcourfes, 

The greateft Princes aye by proofe, lead not the pleafantft lyfe, 
Nor euery maide that maryeth welth, becoms the happiefl: wyfe. 

t 0/Loue. 

ANd if Loue be Lorde, who or what is he ? 
If Loue be not, who then bereaues my reft ? 
If no fuch thing, alas what ayleth me ? 
What breedes fuch broyle, what woundes my yeelding breft ? 
To tell what tis, doth paffe my knowledge farre, 
But who fo loues I fee doth Hue in warre. 

^ Of Bayes and Willow. 

SHewe forth your Bayes that boafte of fweete delightes, 
For I ne may fuch bliffuU hap attayne : 
The Willow branche moft fit for wofuU wightes, 
Beholde I beare, a badge of facret payne. 

Which loe my fides enfhryne, and (hall doe ftill, 
Till cruell Fate hath wrought on me her will. 

^ An Epitaph vpon the death of the Lady Katherine, 

late Countejfe of Pembrooke. 

jF fuche doe moume, whofe folace is bereft, 

And fighs feeme ftiarpe to thofe whom forrowes fting : 
If cares increafe where comforte none is left, 
And griefs do grow, where penfiue thoughts do fpring 
Then be we fure, our Lorde in fadde annoy. 
Doth wayle her death, whofe lyfe was all his ioy. 




If he (alas) with fobs her lofie bemones, 

May feruants fpare their fighes abroade to fende ? 



Shall 
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to ftmciry purpofes. 

Shall they in fecret (hrowde their gryping grones, 
When mayfters playnts may haue no power to ende ? 

No, no, deepe dole our penfiue fides would pearce. 

If we in teares our forrowes not rehearce 

Then mourne with me my wofuU fellows all, 
And tryll your teares your drooping cheekes adowne : 
Gushe forth a gulfe of griefes, let floodes downe fall, 
To wayle her wante, that fprang of high renowne. 
Who whyles flie liude, did fundry feeke to ayde, 
But Death, O Death, thou haft them all difmayde. 

The cheerefuU fpring that doth eche foyle adourne, 
With pleafant Ihowes, whereby delight is taken : 
Doth moue our mindes, alas the more to mourne, 
Our Ladie loft in fource of forrowes ftiaken. 

Which loe in Ver to heauen hath tane the waye. 

To her great gayne, but oh to our decaye. 

If Princes loue, if hufbands care or Coyne, 

If Noble friends, if proofe of Phificks lore : 

By long attempt could fickneffe vndermoyne. 

Or fearch of forrein foyle might health reftore. 

We fhould not yet haue feene the fonne to vade, 
Whofe clipfed light, hath turnde our (hyne to (hade. 

But when the twyfte of this our tyme is wownde, 
No meanes by man may ferue the fame to ftretch : 
Our lottes are layde, our bodyes haue their bownde, 
Tyme fwiftly runnes with (hort and curelefle breatch. 
Though world we weld in feate of Princely fway. 
Yet fwarues our ftate, as fhade that flydes away, 

The glittering ftiewes of highe gloryft heere, 
Confumes to nought like clowds difperft with winde : 

E. j. And 
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Dilightfull Difcourfes 

And all that Nature from the earth doth reare, 
Retumes againe, whence iirft it came by kinde : 

But Vertues webbe, which loe this Lady fponne. 
Shall lad for aye, now thefe her dayes be done. 

Her praife on earth lyke Palme fhal florifhe (lilt, 
Her Noble deedes (hall liue and neuer dye : 
Her facred fteps that fought eche vice to kill, 
Shall mount aloft, though low in earth fhe lye. 

AATho euen when latter pangues oppreft her moft. 
Did mercy craue in yeelding vp the Ghoft. 

What would you more, her lyfe and death was fuch, 
As deeper head could not commend to much. 

Vltintun vale. 

FArewell thou Pearle that Princes fauour founde, 
Farewell the Saint that fhielded our annoy : 
Farewell the Hauen whofe harbor was full founde, 
Farewell the Barke that brought her Chieftaine joy. 

Farewell thou Spowfe to him that held thee deare, 
Farewell the Lampe that gaue fuch gladfome light : 
Farewell of modeft Dames a Mirrour cleare, 
Farewell the ftiryne where vertue fhyned bright 

Farewell thou minde that mente to no wight ill, 
Farewell the harte that lodged honor aye : 
Farewell the hande that helpt the needie (till ; 
Farewell the ftaffe that fought the weake to (lay. 

Loe here in teares my la(l farewell I take. 

What Heauens will haue, the earth muft needes forfake. 
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to fundry pnrpofes. 

^ In adverjitiey is bejl feene Vertues 

excelUfKy. 

Hen Boreas rough, had leaueleffe left eche tree, 
And horie Hietns gan his raigne to holde : 
In walking forth I might difcerne and fee 
A (lately Palme, her branches green vnfolde. 
At fight wherof, when I a tyme had mufed, 
By malice meanes, I fawe the tree abufed. 

I fawe howe fwelling Enuye in the top, 
Sat fhrowdcd clofe, embrafmg (launders cup : 
By whome ftoode Hate, aye ready pred to crop, 
Ech fpringing fpray, fo foone as they (hot vp. 

And Flattery eke, did fi(ke from place to place, 
By Synons arte, to feeke the Palmes difgrace. 

As Tennys Ball, yet make the higheft bownde. 
When greateft powre is plafte to prcflfe the fame : 
Or as a Bell fends forth the brimmeft fowndc, 
When deepeft downe the Ringer plucks the frame. 
Euen fo in fort, this Tree did rife and fpring. 
That Enuye fought by burden low to bring. 

Which to your vertues may alude right well, 
Though Malice fainte, to matche you with her might : 
Yet fewe fo fure in thefe our dayes doe dwell. 
That Enuy neuer fpurnes with deepe difpight. 
If fuch then be, or if hereafter (hall, 
The God's graunt you, as to the Palme doth fall. 




E. ij. 



^ Sorrows 
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Delightfull Difcoiirfes 

^ Sorrowe difclofedyfomewhat ea/ed. 

SIthe kindled coales clofe kept, continue longeft quick, (prick. 
And fecret fmart with greater power, the penfiue minde doth 
Why fhould I cloke the griefe, from whence fuch paiTions grow ? 
Unleffe my braine by Pen I purge, ray breft they ouerflow. 
When night with quyet paufe, eche creature cals to reft, 
Through quelling cares & pinching thoughts, I lye fo fore oprefti 
That from my fetling downe, vntill the tyme I rife, 
Sleepe hardly wins the force to clofe, my watchful drooping eies. 
The Skritch Owie me befides, her dolefuU tunes doth (hreeke, 
Whofe cryes my cares may reprefent, that reft in vaine do feeke. 
To thinke on the miftiaps, which daylie me betyde. 
When fureft hope of fweete redreffe, I fee away doth flyde. 
The hardeft harte by proofe, doth yeelde an inwarde pante, 
When good defyres are depreft, by wrack of Irtis wante. 
Wante makes beft natures fall, that elfe would vpright ftand : 
Want makes the valiant faynt in feares, though ftrong be harte 
Want drowns in dollor deepe, the pleafants wits y* bee, (& hand. 
Want daunts the finfte conceited head, and makes it dull we fee. 
Wante makes the olde wyfe trot, the yong to run outright, 
Wante makes the nobleft hart & mind, to feeme but bafe in fight 
Wante makes the Lyon ftowte, a flender pray to leeke, (meeke. 
Want plucks the Pecocks plume adown, want makes y« mighty 
Want is the fowrce whence forrows fpring, y* hafts y« lifes decay. 
Want loads the hart with heaped cares that crufti al ioyes away. 
Neede hath no lawe fome fay, extremes, extremes doe vrge, 
The paflions that by want doe pain, what phifick wel may purge? 
Unhappy is the hower, that fuch ftiarp ficknefle brings. 
And thrife vnhappy is the wretch, whom want fo deadly ftings. 
Aye me that fuch fowre fawce, falfe fortune ftiould procure. 
When flylle forth fhe feemes to throw, her traine on golden lure. 
By fleight whereof ftie doth, a pierfing poyfon place, 
Ful clofely coucht on pleafant bayte, to worke our more difgrace. 

As 
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to fundry pnrpofes. 

As I but lately tryed, who doe her guyle fo tafte, 
That fecretly I fup the fmarte, that my good dayes defafte. 
The time that I began to enter fyrft to lyfe, 
Would God the fifters three had cut, the threed with fatall knyfe. 
Would God that Death had bene, with bowe and arrows bente, 
To pierce the woful hart of mine, which now with care is fpent. 
Whofe hard and crooked fate, increafing euery hower. 
Doth force me wake when others fleepe, where Fortune doth not 
And when the dawning daye, I doe perceyue and fee, (lower. 
And how Syr Tytan vaunts himfelfe, full braue in fyrft degree, 
Whofe gladfome golden beames, doe moue eche thing to ioye, 
Saue onely me, whofe wrackfuU woes, haue wrought my fadde 
Then from my couch I creepe, al clad with cloke of care, (annoy, 
And foorth to walke in defarte woodes, my felfe I doe prepare. 
Where none but wofull wights, do wandring waile their griefe 
Where violence doth vengeance take, where neuer comes relief. 
Where pleafure playes no parte, nor wanton lyfe is ledde, 
Where daintie lookes no danger makes, nor nice defyre is fedde. 
Where former ioyes doe vade, and turne to paflions ftrange, 
Where al delights condemde are fhut, in (harp repentSce grange. 
Where fetled forowe fits, with head hangde on her breft. 
And wrings her hands for follies paft, her prefent paines y* preft. 
Wher Dolor ruthfuU Dame, with fad Difpaire doth dwell, 
Where Furies fierce doe fwarme & flock, not diftant farre from 
Euen there in dolefull Den, driue forth I doe the day, (Hell. 
Whereas my painefull piercing woes, at no time find delay. 
Within whofe troubled head, fuch throng of thoughts do rife. 
That nowe on this, and then on that, in minde I ftill deuife. 
Among great thoughts throwne vp, I downe will fet the leaft. 
How fyllie birde in prifon pente, tane from the Nurfe in neaft, 
Doth ioye in that her lyfe, fo much as though (he might, 
From wood to wood, or fielde to fielde, at pleafure take her flight. 
By whome I learne how man, from Cradle aye brought vp. 
In bafe eftate that neuer felt the tafte of pleafures Cup, 
Doth holde himfelfe fo well, content with his degree, 
That he in lyfe doth feldome feeke, his ftate more high to fee 

E. iij. But 
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Delightful Difcanrfes 

But I as Byrde vnlyke, that flewe in prime her flight, 

Through gallant groues & fertyle fields, in ioys & fweete delight, 

Which Ihall no fooner feele her felfe to be reftraynde, 

From her fuch wonted libertie as fometime Ihe retaynde, 

But forthwithall (he doth, fuch inwarde woe conceyue. 

That yeelding vp her pleafures pall, her life therwith doth leaue, 

When as the byrde in Cage, doth fporting fmg and playe. 

Who neuer found the place wherein, (he felt more happy daye. 

Loe thus the greater oft, are taught by things but fmall, 

To knowe what reftlefle griefe it breedes, from fortunes grace to 

I therfore wiftie my lyfe, which all to long doth lafte, (fall 

In fympleft fort had euer bene, from tyme to tyme ypafte. 

So I by cuftome (hould, haue likt my prefent paye, 

Which now by taft of wrackfuU change, in woe do waft awaye. 

Omnis portuna fuperanda ferendo eft. 
Offufferance comes ease, 

WHo wayles at paine of forrowes deadly fmarte. 
By wayling much encreafeth forrowes might : 
In greateft griefes who ftiewes the quiets[t] harte. 
By pacience driues (harpft griefe to fpeedy flight. 

Repine, griefe, growes, be ftill, griefe foonc decayes : 
Suflfrance the falue for griefe at all aflayes. 

As Balles if throwne gainft ftones do foone rebounde^ 
But faft they ftick, if caft they be at durte : 
So griefs nought harme where yeelding none is found : 
Once fainte, and then they caufe fome moitall hurte. 
By proofe and tryall, this moft true we finde, 
Leaft hurte by griefe is done to ftowtcft minde. 

Pacience and ftowtnefle lodged in thy breft. 
Shall voyde from thence, griefe forrow and vnreft. 

A. M. Vi animOyJic amico, 

H H, His 
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1o fundry purpofes, 

^ H. His Reply to his friend. A. M. 

He helthfuU wight, with pleafure well may fing, 
And courage hie to cheare the ficke may fhewe : 
But if difeafe his happy ftate fhould fting, 
Thofe loftie tunes would fainte and fall more lowc. 
For Turrets tops that feemes to reach the Skyes, 
By thundring ftormes to fliieuers fmale are fliaken, 
The ftrongeft holde where ftowteft Souldiours lyes, 
Mauger their might, more greater force hath taken. 
The founded (hyp long toft with tempeft, leakes, 
In wraftling windes, the hugie Cables fayle : 
The brafen peece furchargde with powder breakes, 
And valiant hartes ore whelmde in woe, do quayle. 
The craggy Cliffes by floodes are fret at length, 
The hardened fteele obeyes the hammers ftroke, 
The ftiffeft bow ftill bente, doth lofe his ftrength, 
Bafe Fortunes blowes, all ioy likewife doth choke. 
How maye he then poffeffe a quiet minde, 
That caufe of reft doth feelde or neuer finde. 




^ H. to him/elf e. 

WHom defteny fhall denye What gaine by mourning got, 
A happy lyfe to finde : What loft by little care : 
Why fhould he wayling lye, When needs muft light to lot, 

With penfiue hart and minde. What defteny doth prepare. 

E. iiij. T Written 

dd 203 




Delightfull Difcourfts 

^ Written to a moji excellent Booke, full of 

rare inuention. 

Oe learned booke, and vnto Pallas fmg, 
Thy pleafant tunes that fweetlely fownde to hie 
For Pan to reache, tliough Zoylus thee doth fting, 
And lowre at thy lawde, fet nought thereby. 
Thy makers Mufe in fpight of enuies chinne, 
For wife deuife, deferued praife (hall winne. 

Who views thee well, and notes thy courfc aright, 
And fyftes eche fence that couched is in thee : 
Mud needes extoll thy minde that did thee dight, 
And wifhe the Mufe may neuer weary bee. 

From whence doth flowe fuche pithe in filed phrafe, 
As worthieft witte may ioy on thee to gafe. 

How much they erre, thy rare euent bewrayes, 
That ftretch their (kill the Fates to ouerthrow : 
And how man's wifedome here in vaine feekes wayes, 
To fhun high powers that fway our ftates below. 

Againfl: whofe rule, although we ftriue to runne. 
What Loue forefets, no humaine force may (hunne. 

But all to long, thou hidfte fo perfite worke, 

Seeft not defyre, how faine (he feekes to finde : 

Thy light but loft, if thou in darknefle lurke ? 

Then (hewe thy felfe and feeme no more vnkinde. 

Unfolde thy fruite, and fpread thy mayfters praife, 
Whofe prime of youth, graue deeds of age difplaies. 

Go choyce conceits, Mineruas Mirrour bright, 
With Rubies ritch 3^ret, wrought by the wife : 

Purfled 
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tofundry purpofes. 

Purfled with Pearle, and decked with delight, 
Where pleafure with profite, both in their guife, 
Difcourfe of Louers, and fuch as folde flieepe, 
Whofe fawes well mixed, flirowds mifteries deepe. 

Goe yet I fay with fpeede thy charge delyuer, 
Thou needft not blufhe, nor feare the foyle of blame : 
The worthy Counteffe fee thou follow euer, 
Tyll Fates doe fayle, maintaine her Noble name. 
Attend her wyll, if (he vouchfafe to call, 
Stoope to her (late, downe flat before her fall 

And euer thanke thou him, that fyrft fuch fruite did frame, 
By whome thy prayfe (hall line, to thy immortall fame. 




% Where Sorrawe is/etled^ delyght is banijhed. 

[He Sable fadde bewrapped hath my lymmes, 
(A fute moft fyt for one repleat with gfriefe.) 
Whofe ftrayned hart in fowrce of forrowe fwymmes, 
Where wrackfuU woes at no tyme finde reliefe. 
Whofe foode is feare, whofe drinke is dolor deepe, 
Whofe fawce is fighes, whofe faft (harpe paflions are : 
Whofe reft is ruthe, where forrowes neuer (leepe^ 
Whofe comfort clipfed is with clowds of care. 
Whofe helpe is frozen, whofe hap hath hard euente, 
Whofe hope is queld with clogge of colde difpayre : 
Whofe truft is tyerd, whofe toyle in vaine is fpente, 
Whofe pen(iue plaintes but beate the barreyn ayre. 
Where nought I finde, but drugges of bitter tafte, 
Whofe dolefuU dayes in darke annoye do wafte. 




F.J. 
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Delightfull Difcourfes 
^ The complainte of a forrowfull wight ^ founde 

hznguijhing in a Forrejl, 

WHen fpring in lyuely greene, eche fielde hath deckt anewe, 
And ftrowde the foyle with flowers fweete of fundry kinds of 
What time the cheerefuU buds, & bloflbms braue in fight, (hewe, 
Inuites the weary dulled minde, abroad to take delight. 
Then I by fancie led, a tyme to fporte and play. 
To Forreft fayre of pleafant ayre, began to take the way. 
And as I pad through out a Valley fayre and greene, 
Where fundrye fweete & rare delights, I earft had heard & feene, 
All whufte I found it tho, fuch filence was there kept, 
As if it midnight then had beene, and all thing founde had flept 
Whereat amazde I ftoode, and liftning long, might heare, 
At lafl a dolefuU founding voyce, with low lamenting cheare, 
In (hnibs hard fhrowded by, a wofuU wight there lay, (away. 
Whofe corps, through care & lingering griefe, was welny wome 
Where powring out his plainte he curft the tyme, and when 
That fyrft on earth he placed was, to lead his lyfe with men. 
Whofe felfeloue feemth fo fweete, that friendftiip yeeldes no taft, 
And double dealing gaines fuch price, that plainenefle is difplaft. 
Alas, quoth he, the Babes one wombe brought forth and bare. 
Will nowe obiect, what are we bounde, the one to others care. 
Whereas good nature bids, go meete thy friends diftrefle, 
And beare fome part of his mifbap, that he may beare the leffe. 
If friend to friend thus doe, who fader friend (hould bee. 
Then hee (alas) in thy diftrefle, that nought will do for thee. 
Ah wofull man he fayth, thy lotte hath falne thee fo. 
That fowrce of forrowes thee befets, with waues of wailful wa 
When he where fauour moft, thou fhouldft by nature finde, 
Doth caufelefle fliake thee of in care, & (hewes himfelfe vnkinde. 
O wretch in dolor drencht, O minde with mone oppreft, 
O gulfe of griefe, O fea of fighes, that ftraine the penfiue breft. 
If wel by Pen thou couldft, thy prefent paflions fliowe, (knowe. 
The hart that hardned nowe remaines, woulde foone relente I 

But 
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to Jundry purpofes. 

But fith my hap is fuch, as reape may no redrefle, (expreffe. 

Come forth you Forreft Driads all, your mournful! Tunes 
Drawe neere you Satyrs fower, and ftraine your dolefull ciyes, 
To wayle the woes of him (alas) in languor deepe that lyes. 
Be witneffe woodes and Fields, ye Trees recorde my bale, 
You Naides eke that haunt the Springs, repeate my wofuU tale. 
And fay vnto the wight, that bydes vnfriendly bente, 
How death would be fo fweete to me, as ioy to his contentc. 
For better twere of bothe, then reftleffe ftill remayne, 
By ending quyte my lothed lyfe, to ende my lingering payne. 
Here fparing further fpeeche, afide he caft his eye, 
And fynding me, as one difmayde, away he fought to flye. 
Whofe will when I perceaude, to (hun my fight full bente, 
I to him flept, and afkte the caufe, that moude him to lamente. 
Wherto no worde he gaue, but flands like one amazde, 
And with a ftrange and gaftly looke, long tyme on me he gazde. 
His face was thinne and leane, his collour dim as leade, (head. 
His cheeks were wanne, his body weake, his eyes deepe funck in 
His hart ftraynde, his minde toft, his wyt with woe nere wome, 
A rufuU thing it was (alas) to viewe him fo forlorne. 
With deepe fet fighe from breft, fent forth by inwarde payne, 
His feeble voice and foltring tongue, he gan at laft to ftrayne. 
And thus to me he faid : O what art thou in wo : 
Me Myser wretche that here doft finde, with griefe perplexed fo ? 
Whofe prefent ftate to learne, why doft thou thus require ? 
Smale gayne to thee, great paine to me, to yeelde to thy defire. 
Yet fithe againft my will, thine eares haue heard the plainte, 
Which in this defarte place I pafte, to eafe my breft attainte. 
Thus much at thy requeft, I further will reueale, 
As for the reft this corps of mine, for euer fhall conceale. 
Whom earft a friend I founde, me caufelefTe hath forfaken. 
What wouldft thou more this is the fumme, that I with fighes 
But cruell fate I feare, doth force it fo to be, (am fhaken. 

Adue farewell, let this fufEce, inquier no more of me. 
Which faide away he goes, God knoweth a wofuU wight. 
And leaues me there with forrow fraight, y* fought to take delight. 

R ij. Of 
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Delightfull Difcourfes 

^ Of Fancie. 

THe kindled fparkes of fyre, that Fancies motions moue, 
Do force me feele, though I ne fee, nor know not what is loue. 
Defyre on ruth doth runne, imbracing griefe for game, 
Whofe loye is like the Flies delight, that fries amid the flame. 
It yeelds and mercy craues, yet wots not who makes warres, 
The only thing it fees or knowes, is one that loue preferres. 



^ Aunfwere. 

^u loue belike to freefe amid the flame, 
To weepe in ioye, to ioy in great diftrefle : 
To laugh in teares, to leape and yet be lame, 
Midft greeuous myrth & gladfome heaulnefle, 
To finck in dread, and not to feeke redrefle. 
You Titius lyke doe play this wofuU parte. 
Your loue the Grype that tyers vpon your harte. 
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^ Etter fought^ neuer founde. 

jHe more I ftriue, the ftronger is my thrall, 
The ftronger thrall, the weaker ftill mine ayde : 
The weaker ayde, the greater griefe doth fall. 
The greater griefe, the more with doubt difmayde. 



Where lyfe I reache, there dollor biddes me die, 
In fwecteft foyle, I ftraine the greateft Snake : 
My cares increafe, when comfort drawes moft nie, 
From dainty pray, I pearfing poyfon take. 

Still pynde in colde, I parched am with heate, 
As fyre I flye, vpon the flame I runne : 



2CS 
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to fundty purpofes. 

In fwelting gleames, my chylly corps I beate, 
Congealde to Ice, where fliynes the cleereft funne. 
Loe thus I lyue, and lyuing thus I dye, 
Drownde in difpayre, with hope aduaunced hye. 

^ A Po$/ie. 

THe valiant minde, by venture gaines the Goale, 
Whyles fearful! wightes in doubt doe blowc the coale. 



B 



^f Ann/were. 

Ut wary wightes, by wifedome fliunne the fnare, 
When venterous minds through haft, are wrapt in care. 



SZHS£SHSm!SEil!5EiS(^^ 



^ Euery thing is as it is taken. 

SOme onely for difporte, kinde of m3rrth doth rayfe^ (pra)rfe. 
For which of fome they finde diflyke, of fome they purchafe 
The Tale that fome clowte vp, with rude vnciuiU fence 
Doth more delight the eares of fome, then fweeteft eloquence. 
TheFoole fometimesdoth pleafewhenwifeafidearelhake, 
Then true it is that euery thing, is as men lifte it take. 

Who hath by knowledge (kill, of euery foote the length, 
Or can he always hit the marke, Y' drawes the greateft ftrength ? 
Some carpe at others factes, that nought themfelues will vewe^ 
And fome by high difdaine doe feeke, to mende Apelles (hue. 
What fome in others fpume, themfelues would no forfake, 
But wylie Foxe from lofty Vine, doth vow no grapes to take. 

A worde pafte forth In fporte, to earneft oft doth tume, 
So where there was no fire before, great flames on fodain bume. 

F. iij. Not 
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Not one mans children all, eche Nature is not leeke, 
But who hath mean to meafure wil, fhal giue the greater gleeke. 
Firil looke then leape, the blind doth run in many a brake, 
And eche thing ftill by proofe we fee is as men lift to take. 

Who fo doth rule his rage, by wifdoms facred (kill, 
No doubt (hal (hunne ful great annoy, that follows raftines ftill. 
And who his tongue can ftay, till place and time doe feme, 
His mind at large may better fpeake and greater praise deferue, 
Though friends like friends would (hade, the fun beams for thy 
Yet al things are aiTuredly, as men them lift to take. (fake. 

But al not friends in deede, of friendfhips bounds that boftes, 
Take heede, no houfe may long indure, propt vp w^ rotten poftes. 
Some rotten are at harte, yet beares a friendly face, 
And vnder cloke of fawning fhews, a ferpents fting th imbrace. 
Tis hard to know of whom we certaine counte may make, 
For though they fmile, yet thee they deeme, as they thee lift to 

(take. 
As they thee lift to take, fuche fhalbe their reporte, 
Malicious minds are euer preft againft the vertuous forte. 
Be chary in thy choice, leaft frawde thy faith abufe, 
Of fundrie fectes embrace the beft, the flattering ftock refufe. 
Thus warely runne thy race, efchew the lurking fnake, 
Imbrace the good, as for the reft, no force how they thee take. 

^ To the Lady of her doubt/ull aunfwere. 

jWixt death and doubtfulnefie, 
Twixt paine and penfiuenefle, 
Twixt Hell and heauyneiTe, 
Refts all my carefulnefle. 

O vaine fecuritie, 
That will not libertie, 
Fye on that fantafie. 
That brings captiuitie. 

My 
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My lyfe is lothfomneffe, 
My pleafure paftimeleffe, 
My ende your doubtfulneffe, 
If you be mercylefle. 

In doubt is iealofie, 
Hope helpeth miferie, 
Moil women commonly, 
Haue aunfwers readily. 



^yiirMfiMfwiMiMi 



^ Helpe bejl welcome^ when mojl needefulL 

He bitter fmarte that ftraines my mated minde, 
Through quelling cares that threate my woful wrack : 
Doth prick me on againft my wyll I finde, 
To pleade for grace, or elfe to pine in lack. 
As fainting foule fokt vp with fickly paine, 
Prayeth Phificks aide in hope of helth againe. 

Whilfte Sea-roomes femes, the fhipman feares no foyle. 
In quiet Porte there needes no Pilotes Arte : 
But when through wearie winters tyring toyle, 
Cleere Sommers calmes to carefuU clowds conuarte, 
And ftreaming ftormes at hand do danger threate, 
Then Mailers ayde is fought in perrill great. 

So I right Noble Peere and Lodeflarre mine, 
Whofe P}ninis fmale an vpright courfe hath ronne : 
In feruice yours, am forced nowe in fine. 
Mine ancors wome, my fayles and tackling donne, 
In humbled wife y<^r honors help to craue, 
My foredriuen (hip from fwallowing vp to faue. 

F. iiij. You 
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You are tlie Hauen whereon my hope depends, 
And I the Barck vpon the drie Ihore dryuen : 
You eke the lafide that cheerefuU Pilotte lends, 
And I the wight, whom Seas to wrack hath giuen. 
What refteth then, if Harbour you denye. 
But that my (hyp muft periflie, finck and dye ? 

For now to late to fownde fome other fhore, 

And he that hath and fliould by nature ayde 

Withdrawes his hand, and fayth he may no more : 

Loe thus alas, I Hue lyke one difmayde. 

Twixte death and doubt, ftill fui^de vpon the fande, 
Stayde vp by hope to light on fyrmer lande. 

But oh, O me, where Autumne fruitleffe flydes, 
A barren hope to Hietns falles by kinde : 
In Haruell tyme, whofe trauaile nought prouydes, 
A nypping Winter (hall be fure to finde. 

So careleffe youth that wades his yeares in vaine, 

In age repents, bereft of hope or gaine. 

As yeares increafe, vncertaine hope feemes harde. 
When fickneffe fharpe hath gathered greateft force : 
Then PhiAcks cure doth feeme a fweete rewarde. 
Which you may yeelde, if pleafe you take remorfe. 
My ftepdame ftrange, I Fortune yet <ioe finde, 
Which makes me more to dread fome wntck behind. 

For where I feeke the depth of hope to founde, 

To helpe my felfe, and ftay my credite ftill : 

To fronte my courfe, doth crooked hap rebpunde, 

Through fuch I feare, as euer mente me ill. 
Or elfe in ftate I ftande the moft accurft, 
(If feruice long me ftirowde not from the wurft.) 

Though 
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Though fome be flowe to reache reliefe at neede, 
And with delayes the matter will delate : 
Yet Noble minde then Iheweth it felfe in deede, 
By gyuing ftrength vnto the weakned ftate : 

I feeke no ftore to lyue and lye at reft, 

I wifhe but ayde in that I am oppreft. 

Which if you graunt^ you (hall great honor gayne, 

And eke encourage thofe of yonger dayes, 

With cheerefuU hope themfelues & friends to ftrayne, 

To feme a wyght that fo his feruant ftayea 
And I releaft from wrackfuU woes vnreft, 
Will blafe your praife tyll \yi^ Ihall faile my breft. 

T Of the Golden world. 

[He golden worlde is paft fa}rth fome, 
But nowe faye I that worlde is come : 
Now all things may for Golde be had, 
For gayne of Golde, both good and bad. 

Now honour hie for Golde is bought, 

That earft of greater price was thought. 

For Golde the Foole alofte doth rife, 

And ofle is plafte aboue the wife. 

For Golde the fubtile Ihewe their (kill, 

For Golde the wicked winne their will. 

For Golde who Ihunnes to wreft a wrong, 

And make it feeme as right and ilrong ? 

Who fpares to pleade as pleafeth thee, 

If bring thou do a golden fee ? 

The Fatherleffe is quyte forgot, 

Where golden giftes doe fall to lot 

For Golde the Wyddow is oppreft. 

And rightfull heyres are difpoffeft. 

Poore Irus cause at dore doth ftande, 

If Croefus come with Gt)lde in hande 

G.j. What 
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What mifchiefe may almoft be thought, 
That now for Golde not daylie wrought ? 
A heape of ylles for Golde are clokte, 
Yea vice for Grolde hath vertue chokte. 
For gayne of Grolde the Flatterer fmyles. 
And oft thee fawnes with fundry wyles. 
I will not here through golden traps, 
Say Louers light in Ladies laps. 
But briefe to bee, what can yx>u craue, 
That now for Golde you may not haue ? 
Then truth to tell, and not to fayne, 
Right now the golden world doth raygne. 

t Of Golde. 



O Gracious Golde, 
Whofe glittering hie : 
Doth cheere and holde, 
Eche gazing eie. 
The fweete delight, 
That dwelles in thee : 
Doth fpoyle eche fpight, 
And pouertee. 
Thou Uftes aloft, 
Who late was lowe : 
By thee Fooles oft, 
The wife orethrow. 
What ioy, what gaine, 
What worldly thing : 
Doth want to them, 
That Golde doe bring ? 



Golde buyldeth townes, 
Golde maketh ioy : 
Gold cheereth clownes, 
Golde qudth anoy. 
Golde all can doe, 
Golde raignes alone : 
Alas what woe. 
Where Golde is none. 
As I poore wight, 
By proofe doe fee : 
Which gladly feeke. 
That will not bee. 
But well I were, 
If I might catch, 
Whyte fyluer cleere, 
Which all men fnatch. 
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ir A. w. 

He wante of coyne fo grypes my breft, 
That what to doe I know not bed, 
I trudge, I toyle, I feeke, I fue, 
But aye good hap bids me adue. 



T Aun/wer. H. 

F nipping neede Legittimus conftraynde, 

in hande to grype the heauie Hammer great : 
With which through wante his Princely corps he 
on ftythie hard, in Vulcans trade to beat, (paynde, 
If he (I fay) of crowned king the fonne, 

by fate was forile fuch bitter blaftes to bide : 
Difpaire not thou thy wrackfuU race to runne, 

for welth as (hade from eche eilate doth ilide. 
Pluck vp thy harte, thy hap not yet fo harde, 

fmce Princes great haue felt a fall more deepe : 
King Dionife from regall rule debarde, 
for his rehefe a Grammer fchoole did keepe. 
By which thou mayfte thy wandring minde fuffife, 
That Fortunes wheele now vp, now down doth rife. 



1i 0/ Friends. 

[S fyre doth fine and feperate Golde from droffe, 
And (hews the pure and perfite from the vyle : 
Right fo is tryde, when nipping ftormes doe toffe, 
A faythfuU friend, from fuch as meane but guyle. 
Whylfte Fortune fmyles, and thou no wante doft feele. 
Of friends no doubt thou (halt haue heaped ftore, 
But if (he once doe whyrle afide hir wheele. 
They flinke away, as though vnknowne before. 

G. ij. Like 
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Lyke Doues that leaue the olde and ruynous towre, 
And flocking flye to buyldings braue and new : 
So fayned friends, when fortune feemes to lowre, 
Their flight do take, and bids thee flraight adew, 

Thus he which earfl had friends on euery fide. 

Not hauing one, alone doth now abide. 

If An/tvere. E, L. 

^F perfite tryall might as foone be had, 
Of perfite men, as of the pure Golde : 
It were not hard to know the good from bad, 
Their difference foone might eafilie then bee 
For Fyre lefTe than in an houres fpace, (tolde. 

Will finde the fault of Golde, and make it plaine. 
But men haue meanes to counterfeyt fuch grace, 
That they will afke at leaft a yeare or twaine, 
And yet at lafl will not be tryde at all. 
For fome perchance will byde. a toutch or two, 
And will not feeme to flye when you fhall fall : 
But offer you what they and theu:s cap doe. 

Yet not fo foundc as they (hould be in deede. 
But make a meanes to make you feme their neede. 

^ Reply to the fame. 

jHat longer tyme the Friend than Golde fhould trye, 
I neuer yet denide nor would defende : 
How fayned friends do fayle, if fate doe wrye. 
Is totall fumme whereto my tale doth tende. 

For euery thing hath certaine tyme I knowe. 

The full effect to work of Natures charge. 

The tender twig in tyme a tree doth growe. 

And little Babes in tyme doe proue more large. 

Some fruite fcarce rype, when fome doe drop away, 

Some bloume, fome beare according to their kinde, 

Some 
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Some foone (hoote vp, fome longer fpace doe ftay, 
Eche taketh the time that Nature hath aflignde. 
The Marble ftone in time by watery drops 
Is pierced deepe, and eke in tkne doth fall, 
The (lately towres with fine and curious tops, 
For time in time, no doubt tryes all in all. 
Which triall firfte, occafion feekes to make, 
As fyre by heate the Golde doth fine and pure, 
In neede likewife occafion men fhall take, 
A friend to try, from fuch as (land vnfure. 
But fome a time will feeme to flay fay you, 
And after fayle, perceyuing further neede : 
No doubt you here haue aymde the marke to true. 
For fuche is fure the fruite of fubtile feede. 
Thefe friends are like to one that vndertakes. 
To runne the race, whereby to gayne the prayfe : 
Who running well, at firft, on fodaine flakes. 
And in the midft his race leaues off and (layes. 
Not aye doth proue the glorious morning (howe 
The fayreft day, ne all that (hines is golde \ 
And therefore friends in deede are harde to knowe, 
For fome a ftorme or two, like friendfhip bolde. 
The Flowres yet in tyme from weedes appeare, 
Whofe difference firft in fpring we fcarce difcerne, 
The funne-orecaft with clowde in time doth cleere, 
And eke in time our friends from fuch we leame. 
For as one tutch or two no perfite proofe 
Doth make of friends, no more doth Golde one heate. 
Yet tyme vs tels who links, who lyes aloofe. 
Who byrds doth yeelde, and who the bufhe doth beate. 
Wherfore I ende, as Golde by fyre is tryde, 
So friends by proofe at needefuU tymes are fpyde. 
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f Another way. 

Hen once you haue falfe fortunes fickle wheele, 

perceyude with paine, and tryde with troubled toyle : 
The found to fee, and forged friend to feele, 
it is not harde, for falfhed hath the foyle. 
If then you finde that Fortune ftands your foe, 

let wifedome welde your wit, and all your wayes : 
So fayned friends their fayth that doe forgoe, 
fhall be aihamde, and you attaine to prayfe. 
For though the wheele with care do caft you downe, 
Yet Pallas playes, when Fortune falfe doth frowne. 

^ To his Friend M. S. 

IF friendftiip true be tryde when welth doth fayle, 
from fuch as fayne, and flee if fortune lowre : 
If he a friend that feemes not then to quayle, 
but feekes to heipe and ayde his friend to powre. 
My Staplee then a friend thou art in deede, 
That helps thy friend in time of nipping neede. 

^ In mediocritie mqft fafetie. 

AS meane in Muficke foundeth befte, 
So meane eilate Hues mod in refte. 
The higher clymde, the fall more deepe, 
The deeper fall, the doubler paine, 
Declyning paine doth carefull keepe, 
In man eche liuely limme and vaine. 

Which proues what change or chaunce doe fall. 
Contented meane exceedeth all. 

ir To 
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^ To the fame. 

He high eftate is daungerous, 
!The poore degree is burdenous. 
The welthie forte are couetous, 
The needie foule is dolorous. 
The youthful Imps are prodigall, 
The aged be to riches thrall. 
The bolder men foolehard ye call, 
And fearefuU wightes are daftards all. 

Then yll efchew, embrace things cleane, 
Well fare the fweete and golden meane. 

^ Thai valiant hartes are defyrous to afpyre. 

(Che valiant harte and Noble minde, 
with loftie courage hye : 
The mightie Mountayne feekes to fcale, 
and lets the Molehill lye. 

^ Aunfwere, 

THe mounting minde that hafts to climbe, 
When Fortune whirles her wheele : 
With double dolour is depreft, 

if downe he chaunce to reele. 

^ Another waye. 

TO climbe to high muft needes be nought, 
the feare to fall doth breede difeafe : 
To fmk to lowe brings carefuU thought, 
difpayring payne can neuer pleafe. 
The golden meane gives quiet reft, 
Who liues betwene extremes doth beft. 

G. iiij. t To 
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^ To his Friend E. R. of the Bee. 

Here as thy minde I fee doth mounte, 

to buylde thy neft on hye : 
1 thinke it good in meaner forte 
thy wings thou guyde to flye. 
For loftie trees on Mountayne toppes, 

with euery bluftering blafte 
Are Ihaken fore, when trees belowe 

doe ilande both firme and fade. 
The Bee whofe force but feeble is, 

to Beaftes of bigger powre : 
Hir felfe doth feede with Hony fweete, 

when greater tafte things fowre. 
Which prooues the meane with minde content, 

more happy lyfe we fee : 
Than is to tafte the fowre, and fitte 

in feate of highe degree. 
From thorny (hrubs and barren foyle, 

fwete fap the Bee doth fucke : 
When bigger beaftes in fertyle Fields, 

with nipping ftormes are ft[r]ucke. 
And he within his fymple Cell, 

doth dwell in fafety founde : 
When fuch as feeke to fayle aloft, 

in dole are oft times drounde. 
Seeke not therefore with troubled minde, 

at flately porte to riue : 
But Hue content as doth the Bee, 

within his homely Hiue. 
So (hall thy foode be Honie fweete, 

though Fortune fmile or frowne : 
And eke in fafetie (halt thou fit, 

When higher tumble downe. 
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H Sure cotififell^ founde friend/hip, 

OF Louers reftles lyues I lyfte not wryte, 
Let learned heads defcribe their painefuU ph'ght, 
But playne in termes, I wiftie thee euen fo well, 
As thofe that can fine Tales for Louers tell. 

Whofe friendly meaning if thou wilt receaue, 
Deteft difloyall loue, to Vertue cleaue, 
And feeke by honeft meanes thy ftate to flay, 
The vertuous lyfe doth feldome bring decay. 

Counte not the byrds that vndifclofed bee, 
Waygh words as winde that yeeldes no certaintie, 
For polifht words that deedes do neuer yeelde, 
May likened be vnto the barreyn Feelde. 

Prouyde in youth, thy aged yeares to keepe, 
And let fayre fpeeche go luUe the fonde a fleepe, 
Sir MacAiauell fuch cunning nowe hath tought, 
That wordes feeme fweete when bitter is the thought 

Whilft youth, ftrength, fkyll, welth, friends & coyne wil flretch, 
Thou fayre art borne, by many a guilfuU fetch, 
But if thefe helpes but once beginne to fainte, 
Adieu, farewell, colde comfort findes complainte. 

Take heede therefore, retyre in time from thofe, 
To ferue their turnes, that teach their tongues to glofe. 
Whofe golden fhews, although do promife much, 
In proofe fall out but Copper in the touch. 
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^ They performe not bejl^ thatpromife mojl. 

jiHat holde in hope, or truft to fayre allure, 
Shee that my fweeteft yeares beguylde can tell : 
By whome I leame there is no way fo fure, 
Ne fpeedier meane to guyde a man to helL 
Loe, he that lifte fuch fayned hope to prooue. 
Shall fubiect Hue, and nere raigne ouer loue. 

The pleafure of her piercing eyes me thought. 
Should be the lightes that lead to happinefTe : 
Alas I was to bolde, but (he more nought. 
To falfe fuch fayth, and meaning nothing lelTe. 
What heauen is hid in loue, who feekes to fee, 
Muft fue and feme a better Saint than (hee. 

Though tyme hath flayed the rage of my defyre. 
Yet doth her fight renewe my feftred wounde : 
I curfte the arte that caufde me to afpire, 
In hope of truthe, where no truft could be founde. 
But tyll my foule (hall brooke this carefuU gayle, 
Loue may not mayftred be, nor I preuayle. 

^f ' Bewtie the bayte of Vanitie. 

A Flattering forme hath fliowes that foone doe paffe. 
And vade away as doth the withered g^fle. 
The more it haftes to reach the rypeft yeares. 
The more it faylth, and worfe the forme apeares. 
Of pleafant Flowers, the Rofe that hath no Peere, 
The Violets frefhe, and Lyllies whyte and cleere. 
Doe not alwayes retaine their hewe and fente, 
And floorifhe ftill with fmell moft redolente. 
So though thou feerae of feature pafling all, 
And bearft the forme and frame as principal), 

Whofe 
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Whofe bewtie Ihewes, hath blafde thy fhape in fight, 
Which thou in Glaffe to view, takeft great delight, 
Yet tyme on poolifht forme (hall furrows plowe, 
And wrythed wrinckles peere on blemifht browe. 
That lothe thou fhalte, to note thy changed hewe, 
And hate thy forme in Mirror bright to viewe. 
Loe Ladie fayre, that bewtie is but vaine, 
Experience Ihewes, when Vertue voyde of ftaine, 
Doth florilhe frelhe, whome if thou doe embrace, 
The more (he growes, the greater is her grace. 

t Of Fortune. 

O Fortune falfe how double are thy deedes. 
Thy painted Flowres are nought in proofe but weedes. 

Who are brought downe, by thy moft frowarde frownes, 

Still fubiect liue, and trouble them redownes. 

To flipper happes annexed are their dayes, 

To Lyons force, their bodyes are but prayes. 

What fo they winne by meritte or deferte 

Is from them reft, by power that doth fubuerte. 

Now welthy men doe tell the wifeft tales, 

And muck is made an equall weyghing fchales. 

No reafon yet, but right fliould be of force, 

And vertue would that wante fliould finde remorfe. 

But as the toffed Barke bydes better blyfle, 

And fliarpeft: thrall in tyme releafed is. 

And as the feeble Reedes are rente by Seas, 

Yet fpring againe, when fwelling waues appeafe. 
So hope I will, though now the ebbe be lowe, 
A fpring in time with former courfe may flowe. 
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t A Sonet. 

[F wayghtie burthens may be light, 
Or fayre deniall det requite : 
If Juftice can be termed error, 
Or droffe for good and perfite treafor. 
If Maye may be without delyte. 
Or Snowe of other hewe then whyte, 
If Cunning can be without (kill. 
Or women without headftrong will, 
If Pardon where there is no fynne, 
Or Loffe where euery man doth winne, 
If Paradife in Hell you fee, 
Or fylent whereas women bee. 
Then fhall not Loue be termed hate. 
Nor low degree the happieft ftate, 
But all this mud prooue contrarie, 
And therfore Loue is Loyaltie. 
Flee it, and it will flee thee, 
Follow it, and it will follow thee. 

f To her Louery that made a conqueji of her^ 
andfiedy leauingher with childe. 

[T ftryfe to whome I might, 
commit my fecret teares : 
My heart the Mountaynes fight, 
and hollow Eccho feares. 

I doubt the Dryades, 

amids the Forreft chafe, 
And thinking on the Seas, 

I dread the Marmayds grace. 

What 
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What (hall I truft the Skyes ? 

then me the windes bewray : 
Poore foule whom lotie denyes, 

eche captife doth betray. 

Ha heauy hart, thy meede, 
O tell, tell out tiiy minde : 

Ponder his fylthie deede, 
that left his (hame behinde. 




And lyke a Cowarde fledde, 
fearing the chylde vnbome : 

Whofe mother hee fhould wedde, 
that hath the Babe forfwome. 



Was euer Mayde fo madde, 
that might her fayth forgo ? 

Was euer boy fo badde, 
to vfe a mayden fo ? 

His teares did me b^fuyle, 
and cleane oppreft my powre, 

As doth the Crocodile, 
in feeking to deuoure. 

Howe could I well denie, 
when needes it muft be fo : 

Although a (hamefuU I, 
(hould haue a fhameleflfe no. 

O faythleffe friend my guylte, 
that firft with guyle began : 

O foolifhe friend that fpylte, 
her mirror on the man. 

H. iij. 
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What hath thy Country done, 
or natiue foyle anoyde : 

To force thee it to fhonne, 
wherein thy Louer ioyde. 

No forrein Hauen can hide, 
ne colour thine intent : 

If lyfe in Babe abide, 
that doth thy fault prefent 

And when thy fame hath worne, 
within th* Italian cofte : 

Thou Ibalt be taught to fcome, 
of them that loude thee mode. 

The Gods will haue a (hare, 
in gyuing him his hier : 

That faythleffe falfly fware, 
and prooude himfelfe a lier. 

And I thy mortall foe, 
by fylthie luft beguylde : 

To wreake me of my woe, 
will Oay thy filly childe. 

In ftead of quiet graue, 
wherein his corfe fliould reft : 

Thy Impe his hearfe fhall haue, 
in bowels of a beaft. 

My daintie tamed wombe, 
that to thy fhare befell : 

Shal finde no doubt a tombe, 
amids the mayds in helL 






IT Being 
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If Being burdened to fayne his good will^ 

he aunfwereth thus, 

jF mine thy little care, 

if thine my reftleffe ftate, 
If thine the brunts in breft I beare, 
of mine to loue or hate. 
Then trie thou fhouldft to true, 

that falfhood naught did frame : 
Though now my fmarts thou lift not rue, 

but makes my griefe thy game. 
But out alas I die, 

this change is nothing lo : 
For I in lang^ifhe ftill doe lye, 

and fawne on thee my foe. 
Who fmiles to fee my fmarte, 

and laughes when I doe weepe : 
Regarding naught my faythfuU harte, 

yet from me doft it keepe. 
Thus harte to faine vnflcilde, 

in being whole is broke : 
In health is hurte, aliue is kilde, 

by dinte of dolors ftroke. 
And being mine, is ftolne, 

and led by lyking luft : 
Doth leaue the waye of certaine ftay, 

and leaue to tickle truft. 
Thou fayft I doe not loue, 

would God thou didft not lye : 
Such fond affects may nothing moue, 

Such one thou fayft as I. 
The Sages fure were wife, 

yet forced now and then : 
By flafhing flames of Cupids fyre, 

to fliew themfelues like men. 

H. iiij Dame 
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Dame Natures force will fhewe, 

what fo therfore befall : 
Tis fure my iimple ftate fo lowe, 

thou dofl miflike with all. 
My thoughts doe mounte on hie, 

though Fortune feeme but bafe : 
Whofc yeelding walles before thee lye, 

to reare or downe to rafe. 

1 Chaunge of Country ^ Jhall not 
chaunge fancie, 

[O fyfte my fate in forrein foyle, 

a time though I depart : 
'Yet diftaunce none, ne tyme, nor toyle 
fhall pluck from thee my hart 
But as I earft vnfaynedly, 

haue vowde me wholy thyne : 
So will I ftande affuredly, 

howe ere the worlde enclyne. 

IF Whire aJnlitie fayleth^ wyll 
fuffyceth, 

IF knowledge mine could compaiTe wylling will, 
To founde her fame, fo well as deedes deferue ; 
Or if in Verfe by prayfe of Poets (kill, 
I able were to wryte what I referue. 

Then (hould my pen put forth what now I holde, 
And to the worlde her vertues rare vnfolde. 

But fithe in me fuch facred lore doth fayle, 
I leaue the fame to Sophos learned brayne : 
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As one whofe bare and naked Mufe doth quayle, 

To vndcrtake her glory to explayne, 

Leaft lack of fkill that might in me appeare, 

Should clipfe the light which now doth fhine fo cleerc. 

A perfite Pearle it felfe doth fliewe fo well, 

That naught it needes a foyle to blafe the fame : 

Her prayfe lykewife, the reft doth fo excell, 

That finer wittes will fpred her Noble name. 

What (hould I then vpon her feature ftande, 
Which fhewes it felfe like funne againft the fande ? 

Her curious fhape, who views and doth not prayfe? 

In Noble minde (he fecond is to none : 

Not Fortune, but deferts, her fame doth rayfe, 

(For Fortune bowes to Vertues loftie throne.) 
Where loe (he fetled fits, in feate fo bright, 
As He/per cleare with gleames of glittering light. 

IT Mans impieiie^ faynes fal/e Deitie. 

Uft long is fayde a God of loue to bee, 
Whofe peeuifhe power fome deeme is dangerous. 
A cunning Archer that could neuer fee. 
Set forth he is, with fhaftes right perillous. 
A wanton winged boy forfooth he is, 
And Venus fonne, whom (he doth clip and kiffe. 

Down from the Heauens he fhootes the flaming dartes, 

That Fancie quickly burnes with quenchlefle fyre : 

Bereauing Reafon quite in all her partes, 

Preferring wyll with doting fond defyre. 
Is this a God ? no, no, a Diuell fure, 
To fylthie luft that doth the weake allure. 

I. j. For 
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For Gods to Vertue, not to Vices winne, 
Their powers prouoke to good and not to yll : 
Tis gainft their kinde to Fofter fylthie finne, 
Eche heauenly grace, doth heauenly giftes fulfyll. 
Then you that fayne Dan Cupide is a God, 
Recante in tyme, lead loue reach forth his rod. 



If In Ume fmale iarres^fametime breede 

be/l content 

Hat ftate more fweet, more pleasant or more hie, 
iThen loues delight, where hartes doe ioyntly ioye ? 
If vyle fufpect, feare and ielofie. 
With gawling grudge did not the fame annoy. 

Yetwhere this fowre, with fweete fomedeaJe both blende, 

Loues perfection oft it doth amende. 



For third the water fauourie makes to feeme, 
And after fading, meate is had in price : 
He knowes not peace, nor can thereof edeeme, 
That in the warres hath neuer broke the Ice. 

Hope is reuiude, and (hakes of forrowes pad. 
When feruice long doth reape rewarde at lad. 

Didaunce of Friends maye fuffred be with eafe, 
When fafe returne exiles eche former feare : 
The farther of, the more doth meeting pleafe, 
Things hardly had, obtaynde, are holden deere. 
Defpayre not then, though eyes bebarred bee, 
From that fayre fight, the hart doth howerly fee. 




t What 
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f What Nature fetureth, Arte hardly ioyneth. 

IN fayth doth frozen lanus double face, 
Such fauour finde, to match with pleafant Maye : 
May Horie Hietns now fweete bliffe imbrace, 
Where fertyle lune by flat rupulfe had nay. 

No furely no, though ielous heades mifdeeme, 
A falfe vntroth to me the fame doth feeme. 

For Froft with Fyre may neuer long agree, 
And Maye by courfc ought mayntaine Venus right : 
When (hyuering laniis doth denie we fee, 
The pleating fporte that May would moft delight. 
Then iealous flaunder (hut thy chaps for fhame, 
Depraue them not, whofe deedes are voyde of blame. 

Since fprinkling fliowres of fweete Auroraes fludde, 
In Hiems raigne are dryed vp with colde : 
Whofe Syluer drops bedewes the blowming budde, 
And makes the fertyle foyle her fruite vnfolde. 
Who can beleeue } not I, I vowe in deede, 
That lanus olde fhould gaine fuch youthfuU meede. 

If He wyjheth well to the Crabbe and Maple Tree in 

Milfeelde, for tlie Ladies fake that met 

there vnder them. 

jHe cheerefull byrde that fkips from tree to tree, 
By (kilfuU choyfe doth roouft and reft at night : 
Although by wing and will he may go free, 
Yet there he pearkes, where moft he takes delight. 
As Thrufh in thorne, and golden Finch in Fearne, 
Great byrds in groues, the fmale in bufhie hedge : 
The Larke alowe, in loftie tree the Hearne, 
And fome in Fenne doe fhrowde themfelues in fedge. 

I. ij. So 
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So feme men boft in Bayes, whofc branch they bearc, 
Some Hawthorne holde, as chiefe of their delight : 
Some wofull wights, the wrethed Willows weare, 
Some Rofes reach, and fome the Lyllies white. 
Some Plane-tree praife, as great Darius fonne, 
Whofe oft recourfe thereto, doth wel expreffe. 
That vertues rife therin this Prince had wonne, 
To lyke the fame aboue the refte I geffe. 
The Oliander eke, whofe Rofelike floure, 
Fayre Polixene fo pafling well did pleafe ; 
Some lift aloft, and fome the Pien pure, 
Yet trees I know that farre furmounteth thefe. 
Not for their daintie fruites, or odoures fweete, 
Ne yet for fumptuous ftiewe that others yeelde : 
But for the Ladies fakes, which there did meete, 
I giue them prayfe as chiefeft in the fielde. 
O happy trees, O happy boughes, whofe (hade 
Ifhrouded hath fuch Noble vertuous wightes : 
By whom you were, and are a Mirror made. 
Who of your felues doe yeelde no great delightes. 
O fertyle ground, in yeelding wife that lends, 
Such caufes great of Ladies perfite ioyes, 
O bliffefuU place fo fit for faithfuU friends, 
In pleafures ryfe, to rid them from annoyes. 
What wonder may it be, to thofe ftiall heare, 
In Maple hard, or crooked Crabbe tree fowre : 
Such fugred talke, fuch iefts, fuch ioyfull cheare, 
Such mylde affects, as if t' were Cupids bowre ? 
Nowe fith thefe Noble Nimphes ybreathed haue, 
Upon thefe plants, in vttering forth their minde : 
If any feeke their fecrecie to craue, 
High Iai4e I pray thefe trees may fhewe their kinde. 
Help Satyrs eke, you Gods that keepe the wood, 
The poyfoning breath of Boreas rough refift : 
And thou whofe fyluer drops bedewes eche bud, 
Refreftie thefe trees with fwcete Auroraes mift. 



And 
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And loue if thou in Milfecld fliew thy might, 
Conuert them foone, to fruitcs of more delight. 

That Maple may be Mulberie, 

And Crabbe tree eke a Medler be. 

IT Being charged with finenejfey he anfwereth thus. 

[Ot fine good Lady mine, 

but playne as playne may be : 
'Your curious hed may fineneffe frame, 
it longeth not to me. 
My fymple meaning plaine, 

not earned with mincing ftile : 
Unfayned friendfhip feekes to (hew, 

devoyde of frawde or guile. 
No Gnatos parte I play, 

ne like Corebus crue : 
By glofing words to feeke to painte, 

or publiftie more than true. 
My cheefe delight to pleafe, 

is all which I defire : 
With nifing Nimphes I lift not deale, 

Whofe lookes aloft afpire. 
Plaine truth aye yeelde fuch truft, 

as needes no fined phrafe : 
And my delight hath leffe defire, 

Dame bewties beames to blafe. 
Whofe heafts in harte I holde, 

and will till time I die : 
Yet truth might truely match delight, 
with things that feeme more hie. 
Bui needelejfe Itere to telly 
What all men fees right well. 
Where nicenejfe fine isfled^ 
Doth vertuefpring andfpred. 
Let fineneffe then beplajle^ 
Where fifieneffe is embrafte. 

I.iij. f Such 
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\ Such Saintes^/whferuice. 

|Hy countnance changde, though clokt in couert fort, 
Not all things well, long fince did make report 
Though thou vnkinde, and twife vnkinde againe 
To me thy friend, wouldft not impart thy paine. 

See yet at laft, how tyme the truth hath tolde, 

What thou wouldft not, loe, time doth here vnfolde. 

No doubtfull drift whereon demurre dependes, 

So clofe is kept, that time not tries and endes. 

And art thou changde ? doth fanfie fo perfwade ? 

To heape thy harme, doe fecrete flames invade ? 

Wilt thou from me fo hide thy caufe of pine ? 

Haft thou forgot, I reft ftill wholly thine ? 

Where is become thy manly minde, which late 

Could fo dehort thy friend, in fraile eftate ? 

May one fo well approu'd in Pallas feelde 

By view of fymple peece, feeme thus to yeelde. 

Shall Buflfard blinde, thy conftant dealing daunt ? 

Arte thou fo fonde, with carren Kyte to haunt ? 

Or wilt thou ftoupe, and bend thy felfe to feme, 

A thanklefle Trull, whofe deeds right naught deferue ? 

Whofe peeuiftie pride, defcries the Pecocks grace. 

Though fhe God wot, be farre more vile and bafe. 

Naught elfe but wante of wyt, makes pride presume, 

The feete well viewd, downe fals the Pecocks plume. 

Whofe owne conceyte, fo dimmes her dazeled fight, 

That deeme fhe doth for day, the duflciflie night. 

To bafe (he is for thee to lure and call, 

Though fhe by lofty lookes would conquer all. 

Thy foode to fine her fylthy gorge to fill, 

Of daintie pray to iudge, fhe hath no fkill. 

By courfe of kinde, fhe doth for carren craue. 

Be rulde by me, her diet let her haue. 

Doe 
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Doe way the Kyte, that fo doth fcratch and fcowle, 

My Keeper kepe henceforth fome finer fowle. 

For looke as veffel aye, yeelds certaine taste 

Of licoure, fuch as furft therein was plafte. 

So dunghill byrdes, on dunghill ftill we finde, 

To Ibewe the branch whence fyrst they came by kinde. 

Cast of therefore thy care and changed cheare, 

Call home thy hart, let woonted plight appeare. 

Hoyfe vp thy fayles, and launch from wrackful fhore, 
Who runnes on rockes, oft brufed is full fore. 

^ I follow what fiyetk from me. 

Viewe the fertile tree, 

but fruite I none may get : 

Moft daintie foode I fee, 
yet ftarue for wante of meate. 

Where drinke (lands me before, 

there greateft drougth I take : 
My thirft encreaft the more, 

when moil I would it flake. 

So hunger ftryues to feede, 

when hap withholds repaft. 
So thirft craues drinke with fpeede, 

when thrall fayth ftay a caft. 

Thus Tantals toyle I trie, 

againft the ftreame that rowe : 
As hope would heaue me hie, 

difpaire doth fmke me lowe. 




I. iiij. IF No 

^i ^ 235 



w 



Delightfull Difcourfes 

IT No grief e to wante of due regarde. 
Here forrow funck in breaft, hath fokt vp euery ioye, 



What comfort there but cruel care, the fource of (harpe anoy ? 
Adieu delightfull dayes, tliat wretch right well may fay, 
Whofe good endeuour made him dreame, till wakt w« cold decay. 
Adieu deluding hope, that lulde thee fo on fleepe, 
As fleepe thy fences fo bereaude, that waking yet doft fleepe. 
Sith all the fruite thou findfl:, for long imployed paine, (refraine ? 
Falles out but brakes & brambles fliarpe, how mayft thou teares 
When ruth is made rewarde, for fayth that fauour fought, 
What hart can choofe but pine away, in plaint & penfiue thought ? 
And curfle eche practife flill, through drift of glofing guiles, 
That dandled on true meaning minds, by frawde & hellifli wiles. 
To ferue their tumes tyll they, vnto the bones are worne, 
And then on fodaine ftiake them off, in greateft neede forlome. 
Moft like the wormes that feede vpon the kernels fweete, 
Forfaking huflce when foode is fpente, to periflie vnder feete. 
So they the hartes of men, doe gnawe in peeces fmale, 
When youth and coine are both confumde, y« leaues them to their 
As fome by to much proofe, haue tryed all to true, (thrale. 

Enforft to bid their golden time, fo fruitlefle fpent adiewe. 

t Of Anger. 

Poyfon piercing to the death, 

A Traytor to the lyfe : 
A Foe to friendfliips conftancie, 
a friend to deadly ftryfe. 
Armed againfl good counfels force, 

weake in aduerfitie : 
A fpoyler of fuch guiltlefle blood, 

as is condemde by thee. 

A troubled wyt, a reaklefle hande, 

a wrathfuU hart to fpill : 
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A partiall ludge, a iealous wyfe, 

where anger hath her will. 
A waftefull purffe, a greedie Foe, 

a falfe fufpecting thing : 
A tickle flay, a prowde difgrace, 

a cruell Serpents fting. 
A whip to eafe, a rack to rule, 

a furie to good reft. 
A black infecting Spring they faye, 

that poyfons man and beaft. 
A haftie heate, a burning flame, 

a wylde deuouring whelpe : 
A forcelefle winde, a furie ftiort, 

and laft a filly helpe. 

^ A New yeares gvfte. 

L T Ong may you lyue, and happy yeares enioye, 
A X— / Among your friends, to ftaye in blisful ftate 
D Deuoyde of Foes, fafe Ihrowded from annoye. 
/ In all your workes : God graunt you happy fate, 

K Kindle your care to compafle heauenly things : 

P Prefle doune the worlde, let not his power preuayle. 

E Efteeme him not, a Syrens fong he fings, 

M Most happy they, where moft his flatteries fayle. 

B Beginne no acte, but fyrft forefee the ende : 

R Reache forth your hande to helpe the needie ftill, 

O Obferue fuch rules as may your ftate defende. 

O Offence forbeare : feare euer to doe ill. 

K Knowe God and feeke his holy hefts to holde, 

E Example giue, to make the good more bolde. 

K.j. ^ An 
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^ Another. 

Z T Et wifedome welde your witte and all your wayes, 

A 1 J Among the beft your credite twill enhaunce : 

D Deteft eche Vice, by Vertue purchafe prayfe, 

/ In Noble moulde, a Noble minde aduance. 

M March on with thofe gainft frayle defyres that fight, 
A And gayne the Grole where glorye great doth dwell : 
R Refill eche wrong, endeuour to doe right, 
/ Imbrace good will of fuch as wiflie you welL 

5 Sufpend to deeme the worft, what euer breede, 

A And poyfe eche poynte before you verdit giue, 

V Until you fyft the depth of doubts in deede, 

/ It (kill (hall fhewe to let the matter Hue. 

L Laft beare in minde as courfe doth chaunge the yeare, 

E Euen fo all Natures workes in time doe weare. 

^ Another. 

L T Ay downe your Pens, that pen vnworthy prayfe, 

A X-^ Aduaunfing Dames which naught may claime by right: 

D Direct your courfe a Ladies fame to raife, 

/ In eche refpect that well deferues your light. 

G Grace is a gifte deuyne giuen from aboue, 

C Cancell the fcrowles that others praife pretende : 

A All writs are voyde that fubflance none doe proue, 

V Vertue and blood, this Lady both commende. 

E Eche perfite good in her doth fyrmely reft, 

N Noble by byrth, by Nature affable, 

D Difpofed well, all ill flie doth deteft, 

/ In euery action modeft and ftable. 

5 Set (hape afide, where Vertue hath no place, 

H Here Ihape and Uertue both are ioynde in Grace : 

^ An 
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IF Another. 

T 'TPYme and truft doth trie both weake and Aire, 

O X O blifnuU hap that truft in time maye reache : 

T The patients paine which fickneffe doth procure, 

H Hath health or ende, at laft to be his leache. 

E Effects (alas) I fee doe fall out harde, 

L Loft labor reapes the crop of lyngering griefe, 

A And friendftiips force, through fsdftioode is debarde. 

D Defpite denies deferte to reache reliefe, 

/ I fee fome fmyle as they were gyrte with gladneffe, 

•S Stayde vp by hope, though drencht in deepe difpayre : 

P Preferring fporte, but daunted downe with fadneffe, 

E Enioying nought, yet faine to flye in th' ayre. 

K Kept farre from you (God graunt) all fuch annoye, 

E Embrafte to be with them that lyue in ioye. 
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t An Epitaph, 

[Hat hydes this hearfe but quiet filente refte, 
JThe fureft ende of his vncertayne time : 
'Whome neyther fworde, nor fyre, nor age oppreft, 
But to his Ghoft gave way, in hafte to clime 
Aloft : loe here the iuftice of fuch fatall breath, 
To haue a God the author of his death ? 
Fayth and good nature, honor death and lyfe. 
The Noble harte procureth fauour mofte. 
These markes, thefe flowres of his age are ryfe. 
Wherein both foule and flirine may iuftly bofte. 
Where his defyres lodge, the Gods can tell, 
Here lyeth the corfe that lined and died fo well. 

K. ij. 1[ A 
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IT A Dreame. 

|0 clime the high and hauty hyll, 
Where Poets preace for praife by (kyll, 

I lift no labour wafte : 
The water Nimphes I neuer vewde, 
Nor Ladies of the Lake perfewde, 

That poore Acteon chafte : 
King Arthurs Knights long fince are fled, 

In force that did excell, 
And all thofe Ladies now lye dead, 
Whofe lyues olde Poets tell. 
Reuealing, their dealing, 
I purpofe not to wryte 
But dreaming, a ftraunge thing 
Loe heere I doe recyte. 

A fayre Pauillion finely pight, 
In fleepe appeared in my fight, 
Amidft whereof in greene and white, 
The Goddeffe fate of all delight, 
Be fet about with Ladies true, 
Which did to her fuch feruice due, 
As fewe I deeme, the like hath feene 
Idone to any earthly Queene. 

Her Nimphes all they were. 

Of fuch comely cheere, 

Helens face, may giue place, 

Where they appeare. 

THefe Ladies on this Goddeffe bright. 
Attendance gaue both daye and night. 
To work what fhe would will : 
Some fitting heere, fome ftanding there. 
As for the tyme they placed were. 

According 
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According to their (kill : 
For Ventis then in Maieftie, 

Me thought in Banket fate, 
Attended on mod curioufly, 
As bed befeemde her ftate, 

Some feruing, 

Some caruing, 

In Office as they ftoode, 

Some playing, 

Some (inging, 

With glad and cheerefuU moode. 

That fure me thought in Heauen I was, 
To fee this fight it fo did pafle, 
But at the lad, this Banket pad, 

Of Suters then a Noble route 
There did appeare, with drooping cheare, 
Befeeching Venus them to heare, 
Who draight enclynde, with wylling mynde 
To peife the playntes that eche put out. 

Wherewithal! kneelde downe, 

A wight of renowne, 

Who cryde thus, O Venus, 

Let fate ceafe to frowne. 

HAue pyttie on her painefuU plight, 
Whofe lyfe is led without dellight, 
In fighes and forrowes dill : 
My youth faide ftie with age I wade, 
For wealth my Parents me fo plade, 

God knoweth againd my will. 
With that another dept in place, 

And craude with wayling voyce, 
O Noble Goddeffe of thy grace, 
Graunt me my wiflicd choyce. 
Thus feeking, Dame liking, 

K. lij. They 
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They call on Venus hie : 

Still fuing, renewing, 

Their plaintes with watry eie. 

Some out doe crie on ieloude, 

And fome of great vncourtefie, 

With teares complaine, that iinde difdaine 

Where they haue loued fa)^hfully. 
Another forte, doe eke reforte, 
Exclayming lowde on falfe reporte, 
Whereby their fame, and Noble name 
Without defert, oft brute doth blame. 
And fome Ladies fay 
Their Lords runne aftray, 
Whofe wanting, and fcanting 
Oft works their decay. 

AS thus in courfe eche made his plainte, 
I wofull wretch through loue attainte 
In preafe my felfe did vaunte : 
And vnto Venus as I thought, 
I haded fad, and her befought, 
My Ladies loue to graunte. 
But out alas, euen there withall 
A fodaine thundring noise : 
As heauen and earth (hould faile and fall, 
My fprites from fleepe did raife. 
Then waking, hart aking, 
I lanquifht lay in wo, 
Bewayling, the fayling, 
Of W3rfhed purpofe fo. 

And to my felfe loe thus I faide, 
What ftraunged fight hath me difmaide. 
May Vifions rare, or dreames declare. 
Such fodaine change from loy to care. 
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to fundry purpofes. 

From great delighti fuch moning cheare, 
May GoddefTes abide to heare ? 
No, no, naught elfe but fanfie fure, 
My yeelding harte doth lead and lure, 

Aye the wight to minde, 

Where loue doth me binde, 

Whofe feruaunt, attendant, 

The Gods me aflignde. 

^ L(me afketh loue. 

Sawe of late a wofull wight, 
That wyllow twigges did winde to weare : 
Whofe face declarde the penfife plight, 
Which he through loue did prefent beare. 
He lookte aloft as though he would 
Haue clymed to the ftarry fkies, 
But dill he flood as though he could 
Not once lifl vp his heauie thies. 
His feathered hands he forced forth. 
And thyther fayne he would haue fledde, 
But wofull man it was no worth, 
For all his limmes were lade with ledde. 
You are t/u bright and Jlarrie Jkye^ 
I am the man in painefull plight : 
My limmes are lade^ I cannot fly e^ 
My wings may notfuftaine my weight. 

I reade howe loue did Gifmond wounde, 
The childe of Tancred, Saleme King : 
Her fauour Guiftardzovi^^sAt, founde, 
She fancied elfe no other thing, 
For riches nought, nor for his wealth, 
Whereof he had but little flore: 
His vertue was her onely health, 
She likte that well, fhe fought no more, 

K. iiij. They 
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They had their hoped hap and ioye, 
If Tancred could contente him fo, 
But he by working their annoye, 
Unto himfelfe brought greateft wo. 

You are that Gifmond fayre and bright; 

Would I had Guiftards vertuaus /f/J* 
. And Tancred chajl cleane out of fights 

Then would I wyjheforfuch a wife. 

Some fay how Luna loued one, 

Of lowe eftate and little fame. 

By name yclipt Endimiott^ 

Whofe loue was quite deuoyde of blame. 

In Laemi hill it thus befell, 

She fawe him fit all fadde alone : 

Tis I (quoth (he) I knowe full well, 

For whom he mournes and makes his mone. 

She fhamed not of Laemi hill. 

Nor yet of Louers fimple ftate. 

But foone confentes vnto his will, 

And him did choofe to be her mate. 
O Luna looke vpon thy Loue, 
Endimion makes his mone to thee: 
Be not abafht^ letpittie maue. 
That loue for loue may yeelden bee. 




IF The variable thoughts of a Lauer. 

Liue in hope and yet defpayre, 
Reioyfing moft when griefe doth growe : 
I mounte alofte aboue the ayre. 
Yet lead my life in Limbo loue. 

I neuer feeke, though much I finde, 
Yet finde I nought and ftill doe feeke : 



244 



to ftihdry purpofcs, 

I fee what beft contents my minde, 
When moft in minde I doe mifleeke. 

One holdes me in captiuitie; 

So fure that I ne once may fwerue : 

Albeit I Hue at libertie, 

As free from bands that I deferuc. 

R. T. 

THe fliyp that late I fawe beare loftie fayle, 
Deep lanched in wanes of waters wilde : 
Whofe courage ftowte I deemde no ftorme might quayle, 
When her I viewde fo faft and fyrmely Helde. 

With temped toft, is forft now fayle to ftreeke, 
- And in her prime doth houering harbour feeke. 

t Aun/were. 

[Hough ftreaming ftormes, force (hip to harbor hafte, 
To whom the Seas with rigor great threates wrack : 

Whofe cables cut, and ankers worne to wafte, 

Is forfte ftreeke fayle in her fo great a lack. 

When Neptuue yet with Septer plafte in hande. 

Shall calme the furious rigour of the Flood : 

This fti)q> repayrde, may fafcly fayle to lande, 

Nought dreading Eolus breth, that her withftood. 

So H, doth hope his Howlke fuch porte (hall finde. 

When ftormes be paft, as will content his minde. 

T Another waye. 

^Et none miflike a man for his mifhap, 
But thinke how chance doth check the greateft might : 
Aeneas he, Vlijfes worthy wight, 
By lande and feas, did danger great entrap. 
None for deferts are lulde in Fortunes lap. 
Chaunce roules vs rounde, and reaks ne wrong nor right, 
Ne lewde is he on whom lewde luck doth light 

L. j. Was 
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Was not lobe luft, though fokte in forrowes fap ? 

They erre that deeme all goes as men deferue. 

At length Aeneas ranne his weary race : 

Vliffes eke and lobe, God did preferue, 

So I poore wretch whom Fortune doth difgrace, 

Do hope thylke God will guyde my crafed barge, 
Which beates the feas, whilft none of her takes charge. 

B. 

IT Godlynejfe pajfeth ryches. 

He flender ftore that vertuous wights pofleffe, 
More worth then is the wickeds great exceffe. 
Yet ftrange to fee what toyle fome worldlings take, 
For ryches vaine, that foone will them forfake. 
Whofe greedie guttes, no reafon may fuffice, 
The muck on moulde fo blinded hath their eyes. 

% His aunfwere to one that wrote, faynt hartes 

thatfeare to fynne, fayre Ladyes 

fyldom winne. 

E much more valiaunt is, 
whofe fteps are flow to finne : 
Then who fo feekes vnlawfuU meanes, 

his Ladies loue to winne. 
And greater prayfe deferues, 

his will that can fubdue : 
Than thou which boldly brags, to gaine 

the thing thou well mayft rue. 
A pleafure ftiort thou feekfl, 

procuring lading paine : 
A poyfon fweete thou doft imbrace, 

that fundry wightes haue flaine. 
A dore that lets in Death, 

a fcourge that whips the foule : 
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A vice that Vertue ouerthrowes, 
who doth it not controule. 

A flame of burning fyre, 

that reaues all reafons rules : 

A gulfe of foule defire, 

That oft makes wife men fooles. 




IT To/.N. 

pod wyll put forth my Pen in hafte, 
and made me bolde to craue : 
And Loue lay on me fore to feekc, 
that I fuppofe you haue. 
Pleafure drew forth my doubtfuU care, 

and helde my hande aright : 
And Ufe tranfported like a guyde, 

the vayne defyre I wright. 
Hope flattered to thefe troubled thoughtes, 

that comforte of the paine : 
Would force me to appofe thy pen, 

with fancies of the braine. 
Slowe of it felfe my little flcill, 

but that thy truth profeft : 
Will pardon bothe my light offence, 

and graunt this poore requeft 
To tell if ayre may alter greefe, 

or where like luck betide : 
Thy felfe, that vnder Country Hauens, 

dofte feeke thy felfe to hide. 
And if Loue bee, what thing it is, 

if not, what moues my paine : 
Good Nedham wayte, or come in hafte, 

and I fliall wryte againe. 
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t H. To his mishap. 

He Gallic flaue that ftirres the fleeting Ore, 
In foming Seas, to cut the mounting waue : 
With heauie cheere doth wifh the gladfome Ihore, 
In hope that ende his thraldome then (liall haue. 
Or elfe doth hope admidft his pyning wo. 
That fhip will finke, and end his trauell fo. 

The fickly wight whom Feuers pinche full fore, 
With gafping breath, and panting hart in bed : 
And yeelds himfelfe content with Natures lore, 
Reuoltes againe, who was by hope mifled, 

If vitall breath yet chaunce to fayle him than, 
Now paft his paine, becomes a happy man. 

An ende of woes thefe feelie folke obtayne, 
An ende of thrals at length by meanes they finde : 
Douoyde of cares, and I as wretch remayne, 
To whom aliue the Gods aboue aflignde. 

That lyuing yet, a thoufande times fhould dye. 
And long time dead, vnburied yet fhould lya 




IF Falfyfying of Faythy breedes 
many complaynts. 

lY idle head retaynes the bufie hope, 
My gafmg eye giues ouer her defyre : 
My reaching hand would after fauor grope, 
My legs yeelde vp and leaue me in the myre. 

Tis light t* outrunne, but not to outread the wife. 

Thus finde I ftrife to hinder my deuife. 

The time too (horte, to weare fo fpeedie greefe, 
I ftill purfue, that Ihunnes my wylling holde : 

Skill 
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Skill is to weake to yeelde my woe releefe, 
My cares lyke clowds, infecte my harte with colde. 
So that if heat fhould melt fo cruell Froft, 
My hearte were drownde, and all the loue were loft. 

Betweene two Adamants of equall weyght, 

I am the peece of yron to beholde : 

Wythout defert, loe I am made the baight, 

Denide the ioy that my defyres wolde. 

My tafte of loue, is loft as you may geffe, 
That know how Sickmen fauour bitterneffe. 

Who would his will, muft beare the bitter lot, 
The Faucons foote diftraynth the Princes hande : 
When loue was made, his ^yts were quite forgot. 
The higheft towers in greateft danger ftande. 
O flipper holde, that for a filly eye. 
Can finde no peace, but euer feekes to die. 

Die, and doe all the wretched train of loue. 
To know the torment of my boyling fmarte : 
Her might on me pore man fhe ment to prooue, 
Whom I had thought, ftiould heale my wounded harte. 
O cruell penance to my pore defyre. 
In fuch great heat to bring me to the fyre. 

^ To his Songy fent to his Mijirejfe. 

iOng in the fweete place, 
[Where as my Ladie was 

walking. 
Thinke if thou ftiouldft ftande. 
She would reach out her hande, 

wylling. 
Touch not her tendernefle, 
Stoupe to her ftatleinefle, 
hie thee. 

L. iij. Spirite 
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Spirite without carceffe, 
MercufU bodileffe, 

ply thee. 
Tell her I will come, 
Knowing not howe foone, 

fpeede well. 
Loue may no let haue, 
This is all I craue, 

farewell. 

T A Poefie. 

THc dreaming ftormes, that faft on me doe flowe, 
The fecrete fighes that wafte my wofuU bread : 
The Ifie colde I feele like flakes of Snowe, 
The hidden harmes that breede my great vnreaft. 
My Fancies force doe caufe fuch troublous tyde, 
That (hyp nowe (hakes, which late in roade did ryde. 

T Aunfwere. 

jJHere reafon rules, affections fonde doe flye. 

And bewties beames fmale bittirnefle may breede : 
Where wifedome will, by vertues (kill doth tye, 
Cupidos flames are quenched forth with fpeede. 
Let reafon then thy will by wifedome guyde^ 
So (halt thou (afely (hunne this (lormie tyde. 

1 The vaniiie of ryiches. 

jHe (lately Pallace Princely plafte, 
the hoorde of glyttering Golde : 
The Patrimony laige of landes, 
cannot from fickne(re holde. 
Nor can they cure the crafed corps, 

or deck the minde at all : 
For who hath mod of fuch a dore, 
The more he feares as thrall. 





Golde 



250 



to fufidry purpofes, 

Golde is the Father to the Flock, 

of Flatterers by lotte : 
It is the fumme of griefe or woe, 

who hath, or hath it not. 
For who it hath, he quakth in feare, 

lead Fortune robbe his thrifte : 
Who hath it not, laments becaufe, 

he knowes not how to (hifte. 
Wherfore of ritch or poore I iudge, 

as wifedome fmale I hente : 
In beft eftate is he, with his 

that liues with minde contente. 

IT Difcorde makes weake^ what concorde 

left Jlrong. 

THe quyet pawfe that filent night 
Doth bring from trauayles pad : 
Of daye no fooner had by fleight, 
A flumber on me caft. 

But in my fleepe there did appeare, 
Sixe fauadge men in mofle and haire. 

A Fagot bounde, the foremoft wight, 
Me thought in hande did beare : 
Which ioyntly and alone through might, 
All fought to breake and teare. 

Yet ftill in vaine their ftrength they tryde, 

Eche parte to other was fo tyde. 

Till wreftling long, a ftick at laft, 
One forth by fleight doth wring. 
Whereby the Bundell knitte fo faft, 
Afunder foone they fling. 

Then eche a feuerde peece doth fpoyle. 
Which late conioynde, no force could foyle. 

. nij. This 
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This done me feemde they vaniflite quite, 

And there my Dreame did ende : 

Yet fo amazed with the fight. 

That oute a fighe I fende. 

I curd the frawde that friends defaft, 
Whofe broken band eche harme doth haft. 

The wrack of Realmes hereby is wrought, 

The force of Foes increaft : 

The fpoyle of famous Princes fought, 

And right by wrong fuppreft. 

Foule fall therefore the guyle of thofe, 
That friendfhips bande doe feeke to lofe. 

And happy they tltat doe rejlraine^ 
Their eares to heare when Syrens faine. 

^ Of one that came to borrow money. 

IN loane what loflfe, I want and would, 
Two Gods I bring to intreate for Golde, 
Perfwafion may procure the thing, 
That force would vndertake to bring. 

^ Aun/wer. 

THe loffe of Friends by bringing home againe, 
Such Intereft I feeke not fo to gleane, 
Two Goddeffes to match your Gods there be, 
Inopie and ImpoiTibilitie. 

% Truth fearetk no try all. 

THe Mufes calde a Courte of late, 
Wherein they deemde of fundry deedes : 
To fcan eche caufe in feate they fate, 
The fummond peere and law proceedes. 

The truth they fought of all mens harts. 
And deemde of eche by his defarts. 



So 
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So fome were faude, and fome I fawe, 
Condemde to dye by luftice might : 
Among the which by courfe of lawe 
Approcht to barre a worthy wight, 

Whome feftred Enuy fought to fpoyle, 

By forged lyes his fayth to foyle. 

Upon whofe talke he was araynde : 
Holde vp thy hande quoth Doubt by name, 
Thou art accufed to liaue ftaynde 
Thy credite, and thy fayth with fhame. 

And briefe to be, by verdite iufte, 

Condemde thou art for thine vntrufte. 

To whom the Captiue gan reply, 
I graunt if this be prooued true : 
That I well worthy am to dye. 
And here I craue no more of you. 

But perfite triall of my cafe, 

(The guiltie onely pleads for grace.) 

A Quelle was then impanelde newe, 
And his accufers calde in (ight : 
Sufpition did the fute purfue, 
He was indited by Defpite. 

The Mufes now with all the reft, 

Made Confcience foreman of the queft. 

Wherewith Sufpition fled for feare, 

Defpite durft not maintaine his fute, 

The caufe was calde, the captiue cleare. 

Thus did the laft, the fyrft confute. 

And him that earft fhould needes haue dide. 
No trefpafle made, when truth was tride. 

Loe thus beholde, tlie guyltleiTe wight. 
Had Confcience not bene prefent tho : 

M. j. Through 
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Through falfe report and deepe defpight 
Condemde had beene to death to go. 

By which you well may leame and fee, 
The faultleflfe ofte condemned bee. 

Let pittie therfore moue your minde» 
To ftay your doome till truth be tryde : 
So you by fearch fhall eafily finde. 
That I from truth did neuer flyde. 
As tyme by triall (hall declare, 
I aflce no more, fo fpoyle or fpare. 




^f He complayneth his mijhap^ with promife 

to keepe her Itonor. 

jHe wandring Outlaw borne to woe, 

and bred a banifht man : 

Untaught the futtle fleights of loue, 

of loue this tale began. 

When fyrft my fences dranke the fweete, 

that gaue my body blood : 

I felt no Foe to let my loue, 

nor God againft my good. 

Tyll lufte mifreckned my delightes, 

my wandring ioyes to ende : 

And founde her out to ftay fuch toyes, 

to ftande my truftie friende. 

I boaft the graunt if all were giuen, 

it may, would God it might : 

O happie man, more happie mayde, 

if all had hit aright 

Mifhap withholdes no meane to hope, 

to purchafe my pretence : 

Beautie me rauifht firft, and now 

reuength without offence. 

Thus 
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to fimdry purpofes. 

Thus like a childe agayne, vntaught 

the fleightes of dayntie mindes : 
Such nurture take 1 of my Nurfe, 

as Nature iuftly bindes. 
Thefe fides enfhrine her (lately loue, 

if other thoughts (he haue : 
She fhall pofTefle that I profeflfe, 

and yet her honor fave. 

t G. To his Ladye. 

See in loue fome farther fetch there is, 
Than reafon can reueale to me that would : 
Accufe the caufe that makes me think amis, 
And finde the fault of fuch vntempred mould. 
Of fundry workes doe diuers wonders growe, 
Yet fkill (hewes why, and how they (hould be fo. 

I fee the Sunne both moue, and melt, and change, 

At once both dry and dew the duftie fande : 

Yet are the raging ftormes of loue fo ftraunge, 

As I forbeare the caufe to vnderflande. 

Except I fhould impute it to the wurft, 
And curfe the kinde that neuer Louer durft. 

I fee the ftarre that guydes my ftirring loue, 

The goodly Saint that facrifice deferues : 

Sometime I fayle, and finke for feare to prooue. 

And oft my folemne obfequies referue. 

Yet but for loue her pafling giftes deuine. 
Nature had neuer made them halfe fo fine. 

I fee the fecrets of my wofuU eyes, 

Muft feeke to reft on no fuch perfitneffe : 

Would they had kept her ftill aboue the fkyes, 

Where firft (he tooke alluring comlyneffe. 

But fith her (hape no mortall man may craue, 
Yeelde honor fuch as fittes her beft to haue. 

M. ij. IT For 
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^ For f male offence, fmaUpunipiment 

)Y Lady giues the reyne to her defpite, 
And lightly fhe beleeues what others fayne : 
With death (he vowes my feruice to requite, 
And paynes me not with like good will againe, 
So that (he feekes to truffe vp my good will, 
With trufting thofe that euer ment me ill. 

The murdring Knyfe for my offenceleffe crime, 
I fee preparde to gore my guyltleffe blood : 
The crueil voyce of rough condemning rime, 
Hath fcapte her mouth, and maye not be withflood. 
Yet let her date my death with this one line. 
Here lyeth my Seruant buryed in his Shrine. 

If mercie fayle, there is no other charme, 
If that preuayle, vngracious luck farewell : 
My guiltleffe trefpaffe (hall efcape the harmc, 
That enuye wi(ht on me to haue befell. 
Of my eftate, let her fay yea or nay, 
I moft regarde her doome for to obay. 

From heauen the grace of gentle minds defcends, 
And like the maker (hould the matter bee : 
Then let my Miftres when (he wrath pretends, 
Affects of mercie in the Gods forefee, 

And when (he graunts to follow them in that, 
Let her recure and pardon (he knowes what 
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^ Loues myghtifteffe growes by 
Louers weaknejfe. 

F power of warre had yeelded to rcnowne, 
Of curteous hartes, the Gods had then agreede : 
Difgraded Saiume had not tumbled downe, 
Nor loue had durft in Goldlike Artes proceede. 
O cowardly Gods againft your kinde to fee, 
Your felues, your fonnes, the flaues of loue to bee. 

Could loue take league with laue againft his will, 
Or ftaine the ftreame of Neptunes water Springs : 
And could not Pluto keepe his honor ftill, 
But giue the Heauens and Hilles to other kings ? 

In faith the face amongft fweete foules (hould dwell. 
That conquered thefe, in fpite of powers in Hell. 




^ A comparifan of his troubles. 

[Reat fwelling floodes are foone dried vp, 

with meaner calmes I fee : 
'And mightie Froftes, with gentle heate 
are woont diflblude to bee. 
The darkeft clowdes in th* ayre toft, 

depart with no great winde : 
Yet can the tempeft of my care, 
no quyet harbor finde. 




>^ v^^ *> 






^ /. K. to H. being Jicke. 

He fickly ftate, thou griped art withall. 
When brute had blowne and founded to mine eare : 
From eare to heart, the fodaine noyfe did fall, 
And there begins to change choife of my cheare. 

M. iij. For 
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For choyce is palt, needes muft I match with mone, 

When hope is crackt, what comfort may endure ? 

The beft part eke of me, to greefe is gone, 

Scant then the partes befide, may well be fure. 

Yet feare not H. quayle not, be of good cheare, 

Thy Keeper bids thee haue a hardy harte : 

Be lyke a man, the weather will be cleare, 

If not, for tliee, yet caufe not me to fmarte. 
So being bolde in thine extremitie, 
Thou (halt faue two, that is both thee and me. 

^ Aunfwere H. 

[He plunged ftate wherein I reftleffe lay, 
When thefe thy lynes were brought before my view : 
A certaine tyme began to ceafe and ftay : 
And dill mee thought my pinching paine withdrew, 
To heare from thee, fuch comfort did enfue. 
But when at laft, I learned had thy greefe, 
My comfort fledde, bereft was all releefe. 

And then a newe my crafed corps in paine, 
Lay languifht long, not knowing what were bed, 
A thoufand thoughts within my troubled braine 
So mooude my minde, that vnneth could I reft, 
The flipping ioyes that worldly wights pofTeft. 
Loe then I fawe, full foone awaye did Aide, 
And nothing was, that ftill might ftande or bide. 

No Forte fo ftrong, no Bulwarke rayfde fo fure. 
But tyme confumes and tumbleth downe at laft : 
Mannes force is frayle, and lyke the feeble flowre, 
That bendes and breaks with euery little blaft, 
His dangers great, his pleafures foone furpaft. 

As now by me appeares, whofe ioyes doe vade, 
Whofe griefe doth grow, whofe comfort glides to glade. 

Whofe 




tofundry fnirpofes, 

Whofe lyfe lyke fmoke, doth fly lie fly nek awaye, 
Whofe Roek is reelde, whofe fatall threed is fpunne, 
Whofe dreame doth ende, whofe flumbring fleepe doth fl:aye, 
Whofe web is wouen, whofe Glafle is welnie runne, 
Whofe parte is playde, whofe tale is tolde and done, 
Whofe will doth yeelde, to leaue this wretched vale, 
Where naught is fure, but driry Death mod pale. 

T Of Friendjhip. 

Ho holds himfelfe mofl: deare, and hath his wante, 
Although he would, he may not fl:ore his friend. 
But he that feekes his fecrets there to plante. 
Where wealth is free, Ihall finde a quyet ende. 
Giue me the pooreft man to triumph on, 
Or welthiefl: friend, or let me liue alone. 

t Aun/were. G. H. 

lue me the equall friend, for greater (late 
Will euer grudge the want of lowe degree, 
And eke the meane repine at welthier mate. 
Thus enuy breakes what friendfliip did decree. 
By iufte agreeing porte no iarre doth grow. 
Where wealth ne wante denies the friendly fliow. 

t H. To M. 

THe crafed Barke full oft is faued by Pylots care. 
The greatefl: griefes by pleafant ioyes aflwaged are. 
The daylie toyles by fome quiet reft are alwayes eafed. 
The vering fpirites by Muflke fweet, feeme fomewhat pleafcd. 
My onely ioy regarde you this my wofull cafe, 
Sith none but your difdaine, my forrow can delace. 

IT Admonition to his Friend. 

F thou wilte be rightfull, 
Alwayes ftande thou faythfull. 
To doe well be carefull. 
Note friends and be thankfull. 

Vaine 
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Ddightfull Difcourfes 

Vaine talke flye, and leame wit, 
Marke wife fpecche and loue it 
Alwayes praye, and boaft not, 
Efchue pride, and vaunte not 
Hate no man, difdaine not, 
Take time and fleepe not. 
Eche vertue trayne iuftly, 
R^arde betters wifely. 
Offend no wight wrongly. 
And declare alwayes truely. 
So God fare will loue thee, 
And good men will praife thee. 
When Vertue fhall grace thee, 
All fame fhall embrace thee. 

If WJw feekes this Worlds felicitie, 
Fyndes nothing clfe but vanitie. 

WHo feekes on earth to finde, his Manfion fure to dwell, 
Forfakes his God, forgets his heauen, & hies him faft to hclL 
For why no flefli hath force, etemitie to finde. 
But as of Clay it came, to Clay it muft conuert by kinde. 
If Bewtie blynde thine eyes, or Coyne it be thou craue^ 
Be fure therof they clogge thy foule, whc carcaffe comes to graue. 
Not ftrength, not honors ftage, nor Empire helde alone, 
But confcience cleere muft only feme, before the heauenly throne. 
Suppofe before thy Prince, thy onely tale furmounts, (accounts. 
Tryumph not thou, for th* angels trumpe, calles thee to more 
More pleafures here thou takes, in toyes on earth below. 
More feeble thou, more force is theirs, to yeelde thine ouerthrow. 
No comfort doe conceaue, in vaine and tryflying toyes, 
No minutes myrth can counteruayle, aye during deepe annoycs 
On earth the force of flood, and flame thou doeft defyre 
To ftiun, then chiefly feeke to auoyde, the force of endleffe fyre. 
In heauen the whylft thou doft neglecte, the ioy y* (hall remayne. 
Then dye on earth to liue, and liue on earth to dye, 
Repofe thy truft in heauenly things, and ioy etemallye. 

G. T To 
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to Jundry purpofes. 

^ To a Flatterer, 
[S foundes from hollow things, 
doe nought but ayre implie : 
Soe words from faythleffe friends, 
fhewe nought but flatteric. 

% Aunfwere. 

Ime Seas leaft feared bee, 

more daunger when they fwell : 
Yet in all Tydcs we fee, 
they vfe to founde them well 

^ Rea/on and Fanjie doe often varie. 
|(Here Fanfie bids vs runne, and Reafon flaye, 

And preffe our powres, that frayltie nought prcuayle : 
Affection blinde doth beare fo greate a fwaye, 
That we in greateft daunger hoyfe vp fayle. 
We bume our felues, and yet doe blowc the fyer, 
And truft the ayde that leaues us in the myer. 
Defyre affayes with Fanfies winges to flye, 
When hap with holdes, to yeelde our will fucceffe : 
Hope would aduaunce it felfe vnto the (kye, 
Defpayre fmkes downe, and fits in fad diftreffe. 
Defyre, difpayre, hope, hap, by fanfie preft, 
Thus ioyne their battayle in affections breft. 
Reafon refiftes, vayne hope, hopes Lead will fwymme, 
Wyt would preuayle, affection will not yeelde : 
Defyre with Frayltie ventures lyfe and lymme, 
Inforcing Reafon to forfake the fielde. 

And thus with Fancies lore our reafon ledde, 
In Follies brake, we oft bring fooles to bedde. 
Locke ere you leape, beware leaft footing fayle, 
Example take by poore Acteom fall : 
We thinke that pretie fanfie man preuayle, 
And therfore liften to his luring call. 

But when moft greedie Dogs doe vs deuour, 
Fancie ftands aloofe, not able to fuccour. 

M. iij. 
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Delightful Di/caurfes 

A little bewhing Curre doth oft procure, 
Aflfault of greateft Dc^s, as doth appeare, 
So while we rafliely yeelde to Fanfies lure^ 
Pore eger Curres are readie us to teare. 

Our owne defy re, affection, luft, and will, 
Are thofe fame Dogs which doe their mayfters kill. 
Yet neyther counfayle, wifedome, fence, nor arte. 
Can brydle youth from his defyred ioye : 
Graue precepts haue no power to (lay his harte, 
From working of his owne extreme annoye : 

And though our felues doe know fuch things are vayne, 
Yet doe we feeke the felfe fame things to gayne. 
What madneffe thus to (Iryue againil all fence ? 
To fue, where Reafon would we fhould refrayne : 
Againft all counfayle thus to make pretence, 
And voyde of wifedome fo to beate our brayne. 
To buye repentance with fo deepe defyre. 
And with fuch heate to fet our thrift on fyre. 
And yet no helpe, when Fanfie freightes our boate, 
But FoUyes force, perforce will hoyfe vp fayle : 
Till midft the wanes of had I wift we iloate, 
We thinke our pleafant courfe (hould neucr fayle. 
Unleffe Gods fpeciall grace doe make a ftay, 
Our nature weake thus works her owne decay. 
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If A Poejie. 

Ith nothing ftayes in good or happie ftate, 
Where Vice aboundes and Vertue doth abate : 
Why doe we not our lyues with fpeede reforme ? 
That Confcience cleere may feele no gnawing wormc. 

f Certainc 
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to fufidry purpo/es. 

If Certcdne Verfes tran/lated out of Petrark, concerning 
Rome, written by him many yeares fince. 

Flame from Heauen ftreame down vpon thy head 
Thou wicked one, that from the water colde, 
And Acornes wilde, (that whilom was thy bread) 
Arte mightie made, enrichte by others Golde. 
Since thy delight is fetled all on ill, 
//Shame thee deftroy, and forrow foone thee fpill. 

Thou Neft in whome the treafons hatched are, 
That through the worlde abroad are fpread this hower : 
Slaue to Wine, chambring and delicious fare. 
Where Luft doth trye the ftrength of all her power. 

In Clofets thine, yong gyrles and aged Siers, 

With Belzabub doe daunce in foule defiers. 

He Bellowes, Fyre, and looking-Glaffe doth beare, 

Amidft them all, but why I bluftie to tell : 

Naked to wyndes, and bare foote late thou were. 

No beddes of Down vnto thy fhare befell. 

Courfe clothes did ferue thy corps from colde to fhrowde, 
Scarce God thy peere, thou now art growne fo prowde. 

Thou Babilon that buyldes thy Neaft fo hye. 
By courtous frawde thy fack to brimme doft fill, 
With Gods great wrath and vices out that flye : 
Whofe poyfning fmell a worlde of foules doe kill 

Gods to thy felfe thou makft, not lot^ nor Pallas^ 

In Venus and Bacclms is all thy folace. 

In fearching long, what fhould of thee enfue. 
My felfe with toyle I feeble brought and lowe : 
But at the length mee feemde, a Soldan newe, 
I fewe preparde to worke thy ouerthrowe. 
That will erect Baldacco feat for thofe. 
Which (though not when I would) (hall thee depofe. 

M. iiij. Thy 
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Delightfull Difcourfes 

Thy Idols on the grounde fhall fcattered lye, 
Thy Towers prowde to heauen that enimies bee : 
And Turrets all by fyre downe fhall flye, 
Then (hall iuft foules the friends of vertue, fee 
The golden worlde a newe beginne to raigne, 
And auncient works fhew forth themfelues againe. 

Thou forrowes fource, the finke of many a one, 
Thou Schole and Temple whence all errors gfrowe : 
Once RonUy but nowe that cruell Babiloh^ 
For whom the worlde in teares doth ouerflowe, 
//Exclayming on thy curfed wickedneffe, 
//Bewrapped in the vayle of holyneffe. 

O Forge of falfe deceyte, prifon to yre, 
Where goodneflfe dyeth, and euils all are bredde : 
To thofe that liue, thou art a hellxfhe fyre, 
//The mine eke of many wretches deade. 

A wonder ftraunge though fpared thou be yet, 
If Chrift in fine not treade thee vnder feete. 

Thy ground was fyrft on humble pouertie, 
But now thy pride doth preffe tliy Founders downe : 
Thou fhameleffe flrumpet feeking fuffraintie, 
Where refls thy hope ? what in thy triple crowne ? 
In thy adulteries or bafe borne rytches 
Begotte in guile ? vaine are all fuch wytches. 

Since Conjiantine may nowe returne no more, 
The mournefuU worlde that fighes thy flate to fee : 
Confume and cut thee quick vnto the core, 
That all to long is forft to beare with thee. 

jjOf Roffie the fall, here Petrark doth vnfolde, 
I! As view they may, that lift the fame beholde. 

In patientia viiloria. 
FINIS. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 
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I. Thb Aubor of Amitis, &c. 

Title-page, 1. 4, "/^(^rM"— here and throughout the '00' represents «, /./., 
two o's conjoined. 
Page 5, Epistle-dedicatory to ' Lady Anne Talbot ' — she was Lady Anne 
Herbert, daughter of William, first Earl of Pembroke. She 
was married to Francis, Lord Talbot, who died in 1582, before 
his £aUher George Talbot, sixth Earl of Shrewsbury ; 11. 6-7, 
^* nwft pureJV^ — the double superlative is frequent contempo- 
raneously, and later; 1. 11, "//^^/j^ " = foolishly ; 1. 13, 
"/i^'/"— unknown to Editor; 1. 22, **yidoe*' =it do. 
Page 5, 1. 9 (from bottom), "yfo,fyYi/f/"= fragrant — the spelling also occurs in 

p. 19, 1. 5 ; p. 127, last line, and is not infrequent contempo- 
raneously. 
„ 7, L 14, "iu" — misprinted 'hir' in the original. 

8, L 8, "/tf/»tf"= pains, painstaking; L 12, "/nw^"— track. 
10^ 1.24, "/hw" — corresponding with 'gent' for 'gentleman.' So 
p. 45, L II ; p. 51, An Epitaph^ L 6 ; p. 137, To a friende^ 
&c, 1. I. 
II, heading, '*Iohn Ketper^ — see our Introduction on this 'ftudent.' 

18, above these lines is a rather spirited woodcut of the hunting dog 
named the Talbot, distinguished by his large long drooping 
ears. 

19, 1.2, "^/'^>&i>*' = brittle — so y^^^u^M^ contemporaneously ; cf. p. 
42, 1. 9, &C., &c.; 1. 3, "^rA;/2r '' — encrease. So p. 60^ A 
Poefie, L 2 ; p. 72^ IL 15, 26, &c., &c; L 6, **Lylus white . . 
thatgro/e^ — either by collective noun or relation to the nearer 
adjective 'white'; 1. 24, "r«^A/g^"as careless, negligent, 
reckless. 

„ 20, DefcrUnnghis Iqffe, &c, 1. 4, ** paffed not^^ s paused not, cared not, 
regarded not ; 1. 9, " A^/**— held. So p. 50, last line, ftc 
„ 21, 1. 2, "f^^" = body (corpus); L 16, "yoy^""" assays, tries. So 

p. 45. J- 9. 
23, Whm he thought, &c., 1. 5, ''plight'' = plighted, pledged. 

25, 1. 3, "ySb^^ "established or strengthened ; I. 9, "f>f/ir"=of!spring, 

y^i frequenter, 

27, At his Friends departure, 1. 7, "parture" « departure. 

28, second column, L 9, ''Than " = then. The spelling is very arbitrary 
in this word. 

^ To his Friend, &c, 1. 3, "Mee rue'* = pity me. 
33, Being defiiute, &c, L 6, '*/>fVf/2wj"=: pincers. 
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266 No^es and Illustrations. 

Page 34, 1. 4, ".Smv^m/^*' = grinding in the mill or hard toil, like the 

blind Bible-giant. 
i» 35> H^ croiutk^ Ac, 1, 8, " fy/!^"= viler. 
If S^f L 9, "fwnV.*wf^"= twisting, 
»» 39i Flatterers, L I, ^'tuuumg^ = enticing? 
„ 43, To a Friend, &c, 1. 3, "^jw" = judgment 
„ 45, 1. IJ, ** be/windge^^ = lash and punish. 

46, 1. 18^ **btife^^ =■ belive, immediately, instantly, as still in Scotland. 

50, Tkevanities, Ac, 1. I, "/iij^"=pitched ; L 3, '' largde"^ ^tx!^3a^ 

51, Lady Gartred, the first wife of George Talbot, sixth Earl of Shrews- 

bury, who succeeded to the title 25 September 1560^ and died 
18 November 159a She was the Lady Gertrude Manners, 
eldest daughter of Thomas first Earl of Rutland, and mother 
ofaU the earrs children; 1. 2, ''i^j^>l" = biteth— this kind of 
shortening of words is frequent in these Poems. 

„ 61, last line, "AmiA(^'*= stuffing. 

„ 65, L 6, '*r«w«|^"— curious use of the word = pity. 

„ 69, The langmfiing, &c, L 5, 'V^rir^^: descry, describe or point out 
C£ p. 141, I. 2, &c. 

»» 74» L '3f ** /e/JiMg" = peU or money. 

„ 76,1 16^ "imiii^'' = mate; 1. 18, "Feert** =^hashtakd or wife; L 20^ 
" Tiif/iif'*^ golden-crested wren. See Nares, s.v, (1876), where 
Halliwell and Wright add, " It is usually considered to be the 
titmouse.*' Our context shows this to be a blunder, as the 
'Titmus' is named immediately after and distinct from the 
•tidy.' 

M 77, I. 14, **6fAeJi" = giveas a behest or bequest? 

ft 78* !• 7» '^fyhaokeand .... crooke^^ — by sickle or by lod — a finest 
term; L 12, "^nr/b" scares. 

», 80, L 7, "^^" — unknown to Editor. 

„ 82, A Poefie, 1. 2, *^ flipper^ = slippery, /rvywMiler. 

ft S5, 1. 3, " )ltr " == he's \ H.tohis FHendX., 1. 8, "wood*' = mad. 

„ 89-91 — see Introduction on this capital dialect-poem; p. 89^ L 14, 
"CM«/'^^M/^v"=courtnobles; p. 90^ L 6^ "Z^newi^MKr"— a 
local dance. 

ft 93t L '3» *V<9'/"= assay or prove. 

II. Nbwb Sonets, &c. 

Page III, Epistle-dedicatory to *^ Henry Laffets^^^w^ our Introduction. 

114, 1. 9, '^vnconning writes'*^ vai-cxaaiing writings; L 14, **weHd^^ 

world's. 
115, 1. 9, "a^«ri;r"=afiections, passions. 

117, 1. 8, '*wi/e** — early use of this somewhat slangy word; L 26, 
"/yv^^yf^"= allure, lead on. Modemly Scott uses it in this 
sense frequently in " The Talisman." 

118, 1. 8 (from bottom), "ri/Jr"= advise, pander? 
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Notes and Illustrations. 267 

Page 121, 1. 6, ^*tvo<HU^= mad, as before. 

122, The description, &c., 1. 2, '' Sife''^ assize. 

124, 1. 22, "^ mirraur,^ &c — see our Introduction. 

125, 1. 10, "OT/aif/'*= middle or medium. So p. 130, The Commenda" 

tioH, &C., and p. 165, 1. 3. 
126, 1. 7, "//;«^"=lain; lAberalitie^ 1. 3, "ftfici//"= part or share. 

128, An humble, &c.» 1. 9, ** feathered handes"=^ fettered, as on p. 243, L 9. 

129, IL 21, 25, "Laemi*^ — an evident misprint for ''LatmL" So too 
p. 244, 11. 13, 17 ; 1. 28, **fnahe"=^ mate, as before. 

137. 1. 6, "/«i«*"== mates, 

'3^1 '• 3» "/rR^j"= trickles; 1. 10, ''/r<v^>r^'*= approaching. 

139, 1. 5, " doustrous** — apparently misprinted ' bousteous ' in originaL 

146, The lamentabU, &c, 1. I, "/if/?"= list, choose; last line, '^glo/e'* 
= flattering appearance ? 
„ 148, L 18, "iVii/'*= notch; 1. 21, "wrcw''^ arouse. 
„ 151, 1. 5, ^* caches" == foolish fellow. 

152, 1. 14, *'wilksome"=^\x\isom&'i 

153, 1. I, "/ttjyitf " = appeare ; and p. 154, L 17, "/wrw " = appears ; 
11. 6, 15, " ray "= array. 

„ 154, 1. 2, "iW:r/"=leadest. 

., ISS, 1. 26, "^<^"=hag; 1. 34, "w^"—j/V, not 'vile.' 

156, L I, *'»i<wr/"= blockhead; 1. 9 (from bottom), "/g^" — here and 
onward misprinted Most' in the original. 

157, 1. 8, ''/lumpe"=mas&. But see Nares, s,v,, last line, **laith"=: 
layeth. 



I) 
»» 

f> 
t* 






9» 



I* 



III. H. His Dbuisbs, &c. 

Page 165, Epistle-dedicatory to "Lady Marye, Caunteffe of Petnhrooke^ = 

"Sidney's sister, Pembroke's mother." 
4, 171, 1. 8^ <'/«fi^^" slack, but also » look, apparently. Cf. p. 172, pre- 
ultimate line; 1. 16, " Spyders poyfon take,^^ &c. — one should 
lose no opportunity of protesting against the libel of this 
exquisite Weaver and marvellously accomplished little creature. 
173, 1. 3, ''/m/x"=s o&pring, ^frequenter, 

174, ProfperWe, &c., L 16, " hunger ^*^ long tot, 

175, i^., 11. 5-6, **A Kin^s sonne,'^ &C.--C1 p. 215, Aunfwer, IL 1-4; 
L 9, "/^>Wp"= inconstant, as before; 1. 12, "where^=^ 
whether ; Oncewamde, &c., st. 2, 1. 6, " Proofs Cynthea findes^ 
s actual experience finds to be the moon not the sun. 

f> »77. L 3. " V^^ Baby''= Cupid. 

„ 180, 1. 15, "GnaiosfecU'^i p. 181, last line, "ghfing Gnatos^-^v^ our 

Introduction. Cf. p. 233, IL 9-10. 
„ 181, 1. 7 (from bottom), " Corebus creioe" — ibid, 
„ 182, 1. 20, "perdie"*^ — See Nares, sjo,, but an odd use of the word here. 
„ 183, 1. 12, "r«^"=pity; 1. 19, *'wiy«rt"= availeth. 
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268 JVoies and I Illustrations. 

Page 184, 1. 12, ^*WTythed^=^ crooked. 

185, L 12, ^^IfeHng^^^ leaking, lacking? It is a not nnfrequent word in 
Howell, and somewhat dubious. See onward. 

186, The lamentable^ Sec, L 7, **/bunde'*= swoon, 

189, 1. 4 (from bottom), "impleyde**== impleaded, accused? 

190, 1. 18, " Vngie feruirey^^ — apparently some misprint here^ and in the 
Table. 

192, A Winters, &c., 1. I, ** Bruius CrWp"= London ; L 3i ** delatiftg'' 

— delaying, meditating. 
I93» 1. 13. "A»^"— surpass; Afans fyfe, &c, 1. 8, "»wXf"= match. 

194, To his Mijlrejfe, &c., 1. 6, "y5r/fA"= subterfuge, pretext 

195, Whohurte, &c., 1. 2, "fmyJ"^^ end ; 1. 1 1, "i«"= hinder. 
197, L 6, "/ry//''^ trill, trickle ; L 22, "f/i>VW"=ecUpsed. So p. 205, 

Where Sorrmve, &c., 1. 8. 
„ 199, 1. II, "y5/J6^"= flit or frisk; 1. 15, "^«>f»i5/?"= fullest, loudest. 
200,1. I, " ^w^t "= living ; 1. 17, "//ftwa«/:f " := pleasantest ; L 18, 
"/«/?"= finest ; 1. 21, "^»6&" See on p. 185, 1. la. Here 
= lack or want. See also p. 210, 1. i ; 1. 30^ "/imw"= 
stratagem. 

202, Omnis, &c., 1. 3, "^:^/]"= quietest. 

203, L 10, '^Cables'' = ropes ; 1. 18, "feelde^' == seldom. 
205, 1. I, ^^Purjled^^ == ornamented. 
206, 1. 9, ^* whusfe^ ^ wY6&i, hushed suggests itself; but Nares gives 

* Whust * = concealed. 
207, 1. 20, "n0#//" = pitifull; L 24, "Aryx<r" = miserable. 
208, Aunfwere, L 7, " Grype . . . tyers " = griffin [vulture] that feeds, 

f.^., the Prometheus* myth. 

210, L 2, "^/«ft6^" = jest, scoff. 

211, Helpe, &c, 1. I, **»f<i/ft/" = amazed ; L 14, ^*I^nis^ = pinnace. 

212, 1. 9 (from bottom), " renwrfe^^ = pity, as before. 

217, 1. 20, '*»^" = not. 

218, In Mediocriiie, &c., L i, "meane** &= middle or me<Uum. 
2'9» !• 5i " ^^*P^ " = offspring, as before ; 1. 6, '*fooleharti** = foolhardy ; 

Jlrihes waye, &c, 1. 2, "di/ea/e** = distress, suffering. 
220^ 1. 7 (from bottom), **«jk** =5 arrive. 
221, last l.y '* touch *' = testing or proof. 
223, 1. 4, "/(!«nf"= appear ; orqu., look out from? L 6, ** in Aftrror^-^ 

it is said of Elizabeth that as she aged she would not look into 

a 'mirror*; 0/ Fortune, 1. 2, "proo/e" =^t€stmg or trial; 

1. 6, '*prayes " =■ prey. 

227, L 7, " rue" = pity, 9& frequenter, 

228, last 1., " Sophos " = the Sophi, or wise men. 

229, 1. 9, ^^ feature " » her person. So used by Shakespeare, Ben Jooson, 
Sir Robert Chester, Sec 

230, In loue, &c. 1. 3, ^^feare"" = a dissyllable. 
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Notes and Illustrations. 269 

Page 231, L 6, "/A^" — misprinted *they* in the original; He wyjhcth, &c., 
L 4, ^^pearkes *' = perches and looks about 

232, L II, **Pien**= pine ; L 9 (from bottom), ** affects ^= affections. 

233, 1. 4, ^^Medler^ — a species of apple; Being charged^ &c, L 4, 
^'l<mgeih''== belongeth ; 11. 9-10, **Gnatos . . . Corpus.'' See 
note on p. 180, L 15 ; p. 181, L 7 ; L 15, '^nifing^ — see our 
Introduction on this word ; L 21, " heafb'"= behests, requests. 

„ 234, L 11, "//»^"=pain, or pining; 1. i8, " ^flfyw "= carrion ; 1. 21, 
" <^n!cf "= points out, describes, as before; 1. 30, **pray^^= 
prey. 

„ 235, /follow, &c, L 6, *'drougth "= thirst ; 1. 12, **stay a cast*' = wait 
a little, or Scottce, 'bide a wee.' 

237, lAdj K. Pembroke — either the first or second wife of Henry 
Herbert, second Earl of Pembroke, both of whom were 
named Catherine. The first was a daughter of Henry Grey, 
Duke of Suffolk (from whom he was divorced), and the 
second a daughter of George Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury. 
Probably Howell's friend was the latter. 

238, Lady Mary Savile— there were several contemporary — impossible 
to identify now ; 1. 6, ** pretend^ = TL&f^jicfy L 10, **verdit^' 
= verdict; Lady G[race] Cavendish — third daughter of 
George, Earl of Shrewsbury, m:arried Henry Cavendish, Esq. 
(eldest brother of the first Earl of Devonshire), M.P. for 
Derbyshire, &c., who died in i6i6» act 67, and was buried at 
Endson in that county. 

239, Lady Speke — there were father, son and grandson of the period, 
and knights, and she might have been the wife of either ; 1. 4, 
" leache " = physician. 

„ 240, 1. 2, **/>r«wi?"= press. 
„ 241, 1. 19, **pei/e " = appease. 
„ 242, L 18, **/r«j/?"= press, crowd. 

., 243, Loue, &c, I 9, "^/Ai/A<mf"= fettered, as before; L 15, *^lade''= 
lead ; 1. 17, " Gisntond'^ = Sigismond or Sigismund. 

244, IL 13, 17, ** La2mi^* — same odd mistake as in p. 129, IL 21, 25. 

245, Another waycy &c., 1. 6, **r«'€i^"== reckons. 
„ 246,1.6, "My-4^"=that. 
„ 248, 1. 1, "yferf/»f(7r^"= flitting oar; 1. 6, "/rrtiw//"= travail; 1. 1 1, 

"^A«»"=then; 1. 13, "A/i^ "= feeble ; L 14, ''v^etch''^^ 
wretched; 1. 2 (from bottom) "/cv"— here in our usage, 
usually ' to' in Howell. 
„ 249, 1. 7, **baight^'= bait, i,e,, the object baited ; but qu.=: lure? 1. 17, 
"<iiv''= end with. 

251,1 10, '*A«i/;f"=hold. 

254, He complayndh, &&, L 7, "i>/" = hinder. 

256,1 18, '*<^/^"=s judgment; 1. 21, ** pretends^^ — of^tss, not simu- 
lates. 
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Page2S7, 1. 3, "/>j^nttfe/"= degraded, placed lower; 1. 4, " Goldlike'' = 

mercenary; 1. 3 (from bottom), **hrute'*=htmi\ last!., "wry" 

inadvertently inserted before ' choife* in the original 
„ 258, AuMfwere, 1. II, *'»«w/A"= not easily. 
,, 259, **Rock "= of distaff, spinning wheel. So in Scotland still ; L. to M,^ 

1. 6, "</^'/fli«"=unlose. 
„ 262, 1. I, '*bewhing'* — an imitative word ; 1. 4 (from bottom), "had I 

imJV' Frequent in Breton and in vulgar speech, e,g.^ 'had I 

wist, ere I kist,* Ac. 
„ 263, I 4 (from bottom) "SoldanJ* Scott uses this old-fashioned r^al 

name frequently in The Talisman, 
„ 264. The mark // could scarcely mean quotation ; query for emphatic 

notice, or = interpolation ? A« B. G. 
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Notes and Illustrations. 271 



XXIII. THOMAS HOWELL. 

Page 5, L 13 (and note) ^faff'd'' or ^fauctt^^ spiggot, vent 
,, 6» 1. S, ' ^fones * — in prose noticeable ; I. 2 (from foot), *qudUd*^ killed. 
„ 12, L lo (from bottom) — it was perhaps unneoessaiy to insert the ' // as 
the spelling *mar^ occurs, e.g,^ in Spenser, F, Q. vi. xiit. 27. 
23, L 2 (from bottom), 'eariA *= eareth, ploughs. 
53, L 19 (and elsewhere), ' fy Uie,* meaning by destiny. Of course we 
still speak of our 'lot' in the same sense. Cf. *loUid* p. 46, 1. 22. 
35, L 19, 'fundrii fer^^r^'— -variation of *anywhire,* 
45, L II, *fim*=^ woman : and see 137 'To a proud Dame,' L I. 
46, 1. II, '/0itfy^iii««/,'= impoverishment. 

48, L 19, ^ApriUfpranck' read 'ApriUs pranck: 

49, L 12, for *y2&' read 'fiU: 
S5, 1. 6 (from bottom) — this is the adage alluded to by Lady Macbeth, 

I, viL 45. 
57, 1. 13, 'to/eeme' read *doseemi* 
59, 11. 20-1, punctuate ^hft^ is put Echi^ &o,— *ptatofac4* musts put 

to shame: 
60, last line, '^/^^ '— adjective. 
63, 1. 5, 'depaire* opposite oi*repaire,* 
65, L 6, *rem^/e^=s^itf, utfreq. 

74, 1. 13 (and note), *peljmg'^ siUy, trifling. V. Halliwell, /. »., 'pdp 
He quotes pdfah in this sense from Hollinshed. 
„ 76, 1. 13, ^hridfy is this simply a variant spelling oi*bird^ or a name 

for the cuckoo ? 
„ 7S, L 24, '/at'ss are at a discount (jacent) 
„ 80^ L 7, *^y^ possibly= glaive, sword. Morglay, the sword of Bevis, 

is explained "Sword of death.** 
u ^5* L 5 (and note), 'A£r' rather »' at,' which is the reading in the copy, 

p. 245, infra, 
$f 97* 1- ^ * amount* =^ make to mount. 

103, L II, 'wortU* read *7voode.* 

104, L 18, 'igerlie* (Fr. aigre) a sourly. 

114, L 9, 'vffftfiufinif'ass unknowing, ignorant; 1. 16, ^werld* read 
'werid* (wearied.) 

115, !• >7» ^Wyth' read ' Wysh' i L 25, ^Chaucer; jUrent' read 
' Ckauceri florent, ' 

n8, L 8, '/oifcfer ' — misprint for *ponder'i 'Vife^ = Fr. 'viscr,' ».ft, to 
look. He has not time among the many thoughts to advise 
or ponder. 

„ 120, 1. 3 (from foot), Uhruft*^ trust. 

„ 121, L 2 (from foot), \Dame* read * Dairies,^ 
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Page 124,1. 9, insert 'eT after */i/5r'; L n, * life Cirus' ttzA HifeofCvnu'\ 

(last couplet) Croesus seems to be confounded with Crassns the 
triumvir, the real hero of this anecdote. 

128, 1. 9, ' «j ' misprint for '»/.' 

134, last line. If there is no misprint (which I suspect there is), ^detd 
informer facU"* must mean ' deed formerly done,* 

136, 1. 23, * flaming forckers,^ I suppose a vulgar term for thunderbolts. 

138, 1. 17, read ^O Cefar fke had liued^^ &c, see p. 187, 1. I. 

I39i L 5i ' hoifteous * — the older and better form. 

140, 1. 6, ^Encopled,'' apparently a misprint for ^EncopU,^ 

141, L 3, '<>f ia^'-— unusual phrase in this sense; L 4 (from foot), 
*vcre^ read 'vexeJ* 

„ 142,1.25. Howell probably wrote *enlargelkth* dales.* If the *M" 
were written y the ductus liUrarum is almost identical. The 
passage quoted is, I presume, Ecclus, xxtL i. 

„ 144, L 2, *find/ read ^Hnde,* i.e., assigned. Howell is very fond of 
shortening words by docking their first syllable. 

II 145, 1. I3i 'w«^*==weeds — query '«w!fl/<p7 
146, ^ The lamentable^ &c. ; 1. i, *lufl*= desire. 

150, 1. 13, *breade* read * dreade.* 

151, 1. 5, ^cokes'* — misprint in note * cockes* = cocVncy, 
„ 156, 1. 10, ^dowre,* Howell was evidently of Puttenham's opinion (i^r/^^ 

English Poesie^ repr. Arber, p. 94) : '*Neverthelesseinallsuch 
cases (if necessitie constrained) it is somewhat more tollerable 
to help the rime by false orthographic, then to leave an un- 
pleasant dissonance to the eare, by keeping trew orthographie 
and loosing the rime." 

„ 157, 1. 2, * w* read *w' ; and cf. Breton's Floorish upon Fancfe^ repr. p. 
29 J 1. 6, 'pagnes *= panges. 

II 17I1 1. 9 (and often.) Comparison of the passages shows that by *leeke^ 
Howell meant * like,^ See p. 210, 1. i, where it =* //^ * in the 
sense oi resembling -, and p. 245, 1. 2, * mifleeke,* The meaning 
in the present passage is : If you seek curiously-wrought patterns 
you need not be at the trouble of looking at this booke, where 
you will find nothing to like. With the spelling compare 
*streeke'^ strike, p. 8$, 1. 3 and 1. 9 ; ^peeke*^ pick, p. 78, 1. 26, 

,, 180, St. 4, L 6, * .Swwiw * read *Simttts.* 

„ 182, St, 3, 1. 2, 'game* read 'gaine,* as both sense and metre require; 
1. 2 (from foot), for * highe gio;y^* read highest glorie *-- a. 
curious misprint. 

„ 183, St. 4, 1. 3, ' ««/r^'=unready. *Prest* in this sense is of course very 
common. 
186, 11. 1-4. ** To looke for, and not to come ; to be in bed, and not to 
sleepe; to serve, and not to be accepted, are three tedious 
things." Booh of Merry Riddles^ 1629 (supposed to be much 
older), repr. Halliwell ; last line, does '/W>v»^*= pattern? 

(70) 
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or is it a misprint for matrone^ the reading in the other copy of 
this piece, p. 138? 
Page 188, St. 3, 1. 4» 'explainer in sense of exhibit, occurs again p. 229, 1. 2. 

189, I. 4 (from foot,) *impleyde* read implcyde, C£ ^acloyde,^ 

190, L 18 (and note). Is this simply phonetic spelling for Un Jes servirai 
= I will serve one ? 

191, 1. 7 (from foot), 'dawnce'z^ act 
„ 197, L 2 (from foot), * highe glotyjl* read ' higkeft glory,* 

202, muddle in title, ^•poriuna* — misprint for *fortunaJ* 

204, 1. 9 (from foot), * for/els *= foreordains — a word worth reviving. 

209, 1. 4 (from foot), ^wmddnoforfakey read either *not* or */i^.* 

210, 1. I, ^beke^ and see notes on p. 171, 185 — all ^ like. 






„ 221, last line, ' toucA *= by the test of the touchstone. 
„ 227, I. 12, *io* read *so* ; L 26, * leaite* read Ueane.* 
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228, last line, ^ Sophos* — the word ^brayne^ shows that this Sophos = 

the wise (man) in singular, not the Sophi ^ the wise men. 
230^ 1. 14, ^perfedHon * read * imperfection ' ; 1. 2 from foot, * bebarred * 
read ' debarred.'^ This piece is taken from Ariosto, O. F., canto 
31, St. 1-3. 
„ 231, 1. 4, for ' ruptUfe * read * repulse, ' 

241, 1. 19, '/fl-ySf'ss weight, judge, consider. 

243, *Ij>ueaskeih Loue * — ^notethis is a repetition of *An tumble suite,* Sec, 
p. 128, with some slight verbal alterations ; 1. 15 Va^*= laden. 
,, 245, last line, *reajks*=: recks. 

,, 248, 1. I, ^fleeting* is the word, not * fleeting* (as in text) = the oar which 
makes the vessel to 'fleet,' the word being used in its causal 
sense; L 16, *Douoyde* read ^Dezfoyde,* 
,y 249, I. 17 (and note). Rather take *doe toknovf tc^ether, as "we do you 
to wit," 2 Cor. viii. I. ; and *' His looke was looke that did his 
folke to ware, in letters large, he bum'd of hope deiioyd." 
Carew*s Tasso, repr. p. 17, 1, 17. 
,, 256, 1. 5, *paynes* read ^payes* 
„ 257, L 6, * Godlike Artes* — the context indicates that we should read 

' Godlike hearts,* 
,, 261, 1. 4 (from foot), *man* — is this a misprint for ^may, or is it the 
Scotch maun f 
266, St. 34, 1. 4, * Samp/on poft* — probably no Scriptural reference here. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



Had intended including in these Occasional Issues the 
Poems of Thomas Newton younger (so named in 
order to distinguish him from a contemporary THOMAS 
Newton, Latin Poet and Translator and Adapter), viz. : — 

(a) Atropoion DelioD, 

or, 

The death of Delia : 

With the Teares of her Funerall. 

A Poeticall Ezcnrsiue Discourse 

of our late Eliza. 

T. N. G[entleman]. 

Quis eius oblitus. 

Imprinted at London for W. Johnes 

at the signe of the Gunne, neare 

Holbome Conduit, 1605. (4to). 

(S) A pleasant new History : 

or, 

a fragrant Posie made of three Flowers ; 

J^osa, Rosaiynd, and Rosemary, 

Lond. 1604. (4to). 

I have been constrained to abandon my intention because 
(i) I have since found that Atropoion Deliofi is already ac- 
cessible in a fairly accurate reprint in Nichols' Progresses of 
Queen Elizabeth (vol. iil). (2) Though A pleasant new His- 
tory is recorded by ANTHONY A- WOOD {Athena^sjn.pHhom^s 
Newton {Elder)) — and his entry copied by Mr. W. C. Hazlitt 
and other Bibliographers — no exemplar of it is known either 
in public or private Libraries. I had an impression that I 
had seen and read it in the Bodleian ; but on searching 
there I discovered that only Atropoion Delion is in that 
Library (apparently unique). It is much to be wished from 
its (probable) bearing on SIR ROBERT CHESTER'S Love's 
Martyr or Rosalins Complaint (1601) and otherwise, that the 
Pkasant new History were forthcoming and available. But 
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ad intetHm, at any rate, I believe it will be allowed that it 
was expedient not to reproduce Atropoian Deliofi by itself, 
though in various ways it is an interesting poem. 

This being so, I had no difficulty in deciding on a substi- 
tute, viz., Alcilia, which I now introduce. By that good 
fortune which has so 'very often befriended me, in my 
' labour of love ' on these ancient Worthies, I found that I 
had a friend in Hamburg who might be trusted — alike 
from capacity and sympathy — to furnish me with a ver- 
batim et literatim et putictatim transcript of the unique ex- 
emplar of the original edition of this extremely noticeable 
set of Poems. I had read and re-read later texts; but 
coveted the Author's own. My request for such a tran- 
script was cordially responded to ; and I wish here to ex- 
press my obligation to Mr. B. S. Leeson, Hamburg, for 
his scholarly and patient execution of my commission, and 
for his equally painstaking and sympathetic collation and 
re-collation of the proof-sheets. 

Besides the advantage of being the first or original edi- 
tion, the Hamburg exemplar has certain MS, corrections 
and notings, that if they (in part) add to former difficulties 
in determining the authorship of Alcilia^ none the less de- 
serve attention. First of all, on the last leaf (upside down) 
in a contemporary handwriting (i6th century or early in 
17th) there is this inscription : 

Edmund Stubbing his booke 
Ex dono Do'** Clapham. 

In the recollection that the initials placed at the end of 
Alcilia in all its editions, are * J. C or * I. C.,' one inevitably 
jumps to the conclusion that the 'C must be represented 
by the donor of the book * Dr. Clapham.' I can therefore 
sympathize with Dr. WILLIAM Wagner of Hamburg's 
testy exclamation, ' Why has not fate preserved the Chris- 
tian name of Clapham > Did it begin with J ? '* But un- 

• See on his reprint of Alcilia onward. 
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luckily for this convenient and most likely-looking little 
theory, the MS. corrector — who certainly was the donor 
as well (viz., Dr. Clapham) — among his corrections, has 
deftly and neatly changed the initials from J. C. into 'J. G.,' 
so that if his authority is to be accepted, the actual author 
must be sought among contemporary 'J. G.'s,* not 'J. C.V 
This much at least results, that Mr. J. PAYNE COLLIER'S 
assignation of Akilia to JoHN Chalkhill, the friend of 
Spenser earlier and of Isaack Walton later, and the 
poet of 'Thealma and Clearchus* (1683), is hereby rendered 
still more improbable or rather impossible. I have re-read 
'Thealma aud Clearchus* carefully and with full memory 
of ' Alcilia ' all along ; and I have no hesitation in avowing 
my disbelief of the alleged Chalkhill authorship of ' Alcilia/ 
In no slightest element or characteristic is there aught 
common to the two books. J. C. or J. G. was incapable 
(meo judido) of so sustained a flight as 'Thealma. and 
Clearchus,' and JOHN CHALKHILL was still more incapable 
of the grace, the tenderness, the sweetness, the subtlety 
of J. C. or J. G. in ' Alcilia.' Mr. Collier's misassignation 
would probably have been prevented had he been aware 
that * Alcilia ' was not " first printed " in 1613, as he sup- 
posed, but in I595i and that the ' Letter ' signed ' Fhilaretes ' 
appeared in the 1595 edition, i>., when Walton (whom he 
imagines to have been ' Fhilaretes ') was in his second year ! 
Dr. Wagner's explanation of the change from C to G thus 
runs : " We here find ourselves face to face with an enigma. 
The Hambuig copy likewise exhibits a considerable number 
of textual corrections, which we have noticed in their places. 
They are all in the same ink as the stroke added to the 
original C. Was the worthy Dr. Qapham the author of 
these corrections ? Nay can he have been the author of the 
Alcilia ? Did he thus make a present of his own work to 
friend Stubbing ? and is it possible that to. prevent the latter 
from divining the author of the book, that he himself altered 
the C to G ? Or were the initials of the author really J. G.?" 
&c., &c. 
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It is clear that at present and until something is recovered 
or discovered of ' Doctor Clapham/ we have not material 
for deciding, either between J. C or J. G. or on the name 
represented by these initials ; nor can we pronounce on the 
writer of the Letter signed 'Philaretes' — too early for 
Wither (PhUareU). Dr. William Wagner has transferred 
to his pleasant little Introduction to his reprint of AlcUia — 
of which more in the sequel — various title-pages of unseen 
books, from the Bibliographers. Such guess-work is un- 
critical and not to be imitated. 

I have next to notice the MS, corrections by Dr. Clap- 
ham: 

(I.) Page 7, L 13, ' the ' is changed to ' these paines.' 

(2.) „ 12, St iv, 1. 4, a misprinted ' of after ' life * is erased. 

(3*) »> ^5> maigin» the misprint ' Softit ' is corrected to ' Solftit* 

(4.) „ 29, St. Ivi, I. 4, 'his' is altered to *hir' — a quiet but somewhat 

malapropos gird at (supposed) feminine loquacity. 
(5*) » 3^1 &t* 1^> 1- h 'sprigges' is corrected into the singular 'sprigge.* 
(6.) M 37f 1. 19- 'wits' is changed into the singular 'wit' 
(7>) »f 39> L 21, * petitions ' is changed into 'petition.' 
(8.) ,. 41, 1. 14, « To * is changed to ' Tho.* 
(9. ) „ 42, heading, the ' f ' in ' Defciphered ' is crossed out. 
(ID.) „ 44, 1. 17, 'defert ' is corrected to 'defait,' to rhyme with 'part.' 
(II.) ,, 47, 1. 20^ the original 'exceped' is altered to 'excepted.' 
(12.) „ 54, St xvi, 1. 2, 'lookes' — an evident misprint, is converted 

into 'lookers.' 
(13.) ibid, St xvii, the commas after ' feare ' and ' ioy ' are supplied. 

To me. these look like Author's own corrections. Such 
minutuB no third party would be likely to look after. Hence 
I lean to the probability that Dr. Clapham was the author. 
Enoch or Henoch Clapham, a contemporary sacred 
rhymster rather than poet, never was * doctor/ I believe. 

With reference to these corrections, which my friend Mr. 
Leeson reports — after critical examination — correspond 
exactly with the gift-inscription, and so are to be assigned 
without Dr. Wagner's query to Clapham — the first is pro- 
nounced by Dr. Wagner to be " unnecessarily altered." I 
differ from him — * these' is certainly preferable to 'the.' 
Of No. S, Dr. Wagner writes : "Notwithstanding the singu- 
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lar forms in the third and fourth lines of this stanza, we are 
not justified in adopting the reading of the corrector, who, 
by crossing out the last letter, has changed the plural 
^prigges into the singular. Instances of such anomalies 
are frequent in contemporary poets." The * anomaly' is 
granted as ' frequent,' but none the less was the correction 
justifiable. No! 6 Dr. Wagner again pronounces an 'un- 
necessary change,' and refers to p. 42, L 10, ' Oft witts proue 
beft, that's dearefl bought' Surely the non-correction of 
the latter by inadvertence probably, does not warrant our 
acceptance of the preferable, if not absolutely necessary, 
change from plural to singular ? Under No. 8, Dr. Wagner 
remarks : " The reading of the original is so to be under- 
stood that the relative which must be understood after 
judgement^ But why refuse the correction of ' tho ' ? It is 
continued, and repeated, from the ' though ' two lines back. 
But with 'To' retained the meaning would be = till. The 
others, though not — and properly — all adopted in the text, 
seem to have been approved by Dr. Wagner. They vindi- 
cate themselves, I should say. 

Besides our text of I59S> there have been these further 
editions : 

(0) Alcilia Philoparthens Louing Fdly. Whereunto is added 
Pigmalions Image. With the Loue of Amos and Laura 
and other Epigrammes by Sir I. H. and others. Neuer 
before imprinted. London : Printed for Richard Hawkins, 
dwelling in Chancery Lane, neare Serjeants-Inne. 16 13. 
(4to, 48 leaves.) 

(b) Alcilia. Philoparthens Louing Folly. Whereimto is added 
Pigmalions Image. With the Loue of Amos and Laura. 
London. Printed for Richard Hawkins, dwelling in Chan- 
cery Lane, neere Serieants Inne. 1619. (Sm. 8va) 

(r) Alcilia. Philoparthens Louing Folly. Whereunto is added 
Pigmalions Image. With the Loue of Amos and Laura. And 
also Epigrammes by Sir J. H. and others. The second 
impression. London: Printed for Richard Hawkins, dwelling 
in Chancery Lane, neere Serjeants Inne. 1628. (4to.) 

(i/) An edition "Printed and sold by William Leake at the 
Crown and Scepter between the Two Temple Gates," 

B 
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about 1645, is advertised as published on a separate kaf 
pasted into a copy of the Compleat Justice. 1643. (lamo.) 
(Hazlitt's Handbook, /. ir.) 

Of a and b there are exemplars in the British Museum 
Library ; of c in the Bodleian ; of d none has been traced. 
Everybody knows that of the additional poems in these 
editions * Pigmalion's Image ' belongs to John Marston, 
the ' Epigrams • to Sir John Harington, and * Amos and 
Laura' — a wretched production — to Samuel Page.* 

For a modern and creditably painstaking reproduction of 
Alcilia, we are indebted to a German, who has done and is 
doing yeoman's service in Elizabethan-Shakesperean fields 
of literature — Dr. WiLLlAM Wagner. I have the pleasure 
to possess a copy. The title-page is as follows : 

ALCILIA 

Philoparthens Louing 

FolUe. 

Non Deus (vt perhibent) amor eft, fed amaror, et error. 

»595. 



Nach (lem dosigen Exemplar der altesten Ausgabe in der Hambniger 

Stadtbiblisthek 

herausgegeben und eingeleitet 

von 

Wilhelm Wagner. 



Separat-Abdruck aus dem Shakespeare-Jahrbuch Band X. 



Kothen 
Dmck von Paul Schettler 

1875. (pp. 46, la. 8vo.) 

* In the Stationers* Register (Arber., vol. iii, p. 478), is the following entiy 
(none under 1595 or before this) : 

** Alcilla Philoparthens louinge follye. 

Provyded that if Master Mattes do pay to Master Barnes zzv' att or 
before Whitsunday nexte [3 May 1611] then Master Barnes to assigne 
these Copyes[=> copyrights] backe agayne to Master Mattes." 

Again {ibid. p. 533) : I 

'* a booke Called Alcilia, and the Metamorphosis of Piguauons Image,'* ! 

under date 11 October 1613, is "turned ouer** to Richard Hawkins 
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I give in English — with intercalatory criticisms and cor- 
rections — the Introduction of Dr. Wagner in full (not wish- 
ing to break '*!ts completeness by excising bits already 
quoted) as an appendix to my own ; and I have inserted in 
my Notes and Illustrations his few Notes in so far as they 
have not been noticed in relation to the Corrections of Dr. 
Clapham. I know not that every Reader will agree with 
all Dr. Wagner's criticisms of Alcilia\ but I am equally 
sure none will read them without interest. I confess that 
it is satisfying to myself to be the first to wipe away the 
reproach of a Foreigner's reviving a set of English poems 
that have been neglected by Englishmen. * Loue Defci- 
phered ' (pp. 42-46) would alone justify a claim for distinct 
recognition of J. C. or J. G. as a genuine Maker and Singer. 
There is the real touch in this pretty and gracious and pas- 
sionate poem. Beyond all debate there is a real love-expe- 
rience in -4 iW/w. In 'A Letter' (p. 3, 1. 14), the phrase 
'in that you loued fuch a one' could only intend a real and 
known person. So that the Latin poem (pp. 5-6) must be 
read cum grano salis. That Latin poem may as well ' speak 
English ' at this point : 

The Author himself ( Philopartheos f)kfhis own book, 

O little book about to tell thy Master's labours Tain, 
His nights of sleepless restlessness & days of anxious pain ; 
His wanderings & the weariness of a dejected life, 
With joys uncertain, but with sorrows all too certain, rife ; 
The sighings, & complainings, the vows, and watchful care^ 
And aU the various hardships Love summoned me to bear ; 
Go to the Cruel One I pray, and this bold message take-^ 
That all these pains I have endured entirely for her sake. 
A pleased & blushing welcome she is sure to give to thee. 
When on the title-page inscribed, her own name she shall see; 
Perhaps for all my sorrows her pitying tears will flow, 
And she will say how she laments she did desert me so — 
Perhaps she will declare herself too cruel and unkind, 

by " Edward Mattes and Roger Barnes by the Consent of the Courtd' 

of Assistantes.'* 
Agreeably to this, in the same year, Haukins or Hawkins published the two 
books together, so forming a as supra. 
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Since with due care she had not yiewed my true & constant mind. 
If this indeed shall come to pass 'twill solace much thy lord. 
And mito thee it will be like the most supreme re^^^aid. 
If any one, as is most just, shall blame thy foolish fires, 
The barren fruits of slothfulness & empty yain desires ; 
Say that thy lord has blindly groped, but now that even he 
The error of his way at length with penitence can see ; 
That not in grave reality such sorrows I sustained 
But that for idle pleasure full many of them were feigned. 
Ah, if my thoughts had not been vain, it had been much the best 
If all these things had buried been within my secret breasL 
How vain to brii^ forth to the light or publish to mankind 
The foolish madness of thy lord, with his night-darkened mind. 
LoYe is nought else than a disease of mind, & error too, 
And whosoever falls in lore, nought wise or well can do. 
Not everyone is always wise, or the best course can see ; 
What lately was my error, another's case may be ; 
More warily he walks indeed, who never slips, & I 
For my own foolish &ult shall now proceed more warily. 
If any think my suffering is greater than my sin. 
My ready commendation he shall be sure to win. 
If anyone shall see thee, who with like fires doth pine. 
His own fate he shall weep for, & he shall weep for mine. 
Respect unto my Mistress dear, see that thou humbly show, 
The chiefest duty this will be on which thou hast to go. 
Thee in her secret box perchance securely she will hide. 
And thou of cheerful sunlight robbed henceforth must needs abide. 
It will not matter, I confess my love has foolish been. 
Of all my disappointed hopes the last will then be seen. 
Twice had the sun, in his due course shed his earth-dicling rays, 
The witness of my wanderings wide, & all my foolish ways, 
From that first hour when Love b^an to penetrate my veins. 
And with his cunning wit kept up the fiilse & fiery pains. 
Trifles I cease to follow now, allured by Reason's voice. 
Henceforth more serious thoughts be mine, more useful things my 
choice 1 

In the other poems there are occasional gleams of fancy 
and dainty word-painting, and if one takes heed, aphorisms 
worth committing to memory. Let the Reader turn to st 
V (p. 12), St. xviii (p. 17), St. xxiii (p. 18, and cf. Thomas 
Howell), St xxiiii (p. 19), st xxvii-xxix (p. 20), st xxxii 
(p. 21), St. XXXV (p. 22). St. xl (p. 24), St. liii (p. 28), st Ivi 
(p. 29), st Ixi (p, 31), all page 39, all 'Last Will' (pp. 47- 
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48). Then besides intrinsic merits there are now and again 
extrinsic notabilia. Thus Dr. WAGNER has anticipated me 
in recalling certain Shakespeare illustrations and one of 
Sir Walter Raleigh. To the Shakespeare ones, I would 
add over-against the closing stanza a reference to ' The 
Passionate Pilgrim' (xix, 1. 5), "Let reason rule things 
worthy blame." The thought here is similar, though they 
differ in two points, (i) The Passionate Pilgrim's is a maxim 
and general, (2) J. C.'s or J. G.'s is that a thing has been done 
in reference, however, only to errors of love. The passages 
on * Beauty * and ' Love ' in Alcilia instantly remind of other 
parallels in Shakespeare.* The Reader may like to compare 
* Loue Defciphered ' and other ' love ' portions with the little 
snatch by George Peele, as thus : — 

"What thing is love ?— for sure love is a thing ^ 

Love is a prick, love is a sting, 

Love is a pretty, pretty thing ; 

Love is a fire, love b a coal, 

Whose flame creeps in at every hole ; 

And, as myself can best devise, 

His dwelling is in ladies eyes ; 

From whence he shoots his dainty darts 

Into the lusty gallants' hearts ; 

And ever since was called a God 

That Mars with Venus play*d even and odd. 

[Works of PedCy edn, Dyce, 1861, p. 603a). 

Still more suggestively parallel is a Sonnetto (so-called) in 
Robert Greene's Menaphon (i 589-1616), as thus : — 

What thing is Love ? It is a power divine 
That reigns in us, or else a wreakful law 
That dooms our minds to beauty to incline : 
It is a star whose influence doth draw 

Our hearts to Love, dissembling of his might. 

Till he be master of our heart and sight 

• I note here, st v (p, 50), " And after long errors prones my labour lost.'* 
' Labour lost ' was a conmion, almost proverbial, phrase ; but looking to the 
date (1595) And to the 'love' where he pronounces his 'labour' was 'lost,' it 
may be conjectured that Shakespeare's play su^^ted the phrase, especially if 
with Malone we date it 1594 or earlier. The worst of it is that * The Passionate 
Pilgrim ' is an unauthentic and grossly blundering miscellany. 
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LoTe is a discord, and a strange divorce 
Betwixt our sense and reason, by whose power. 
As mad with reason, we admit the force 
Which wit or labour never may devour : 

It b a will that brooketh no consent ; 

It would refuse, yet never may repent. 

Love's a desire, which, for to wait a time. 

Doth lose an age of years, and so doth pass. 

As doth the shadow, sever'd from his prime. 

Seeming as though it were, yet never was ; 

Leaving behind nought but repenting thoughts 
Of days ill-spent, for that which profits noughts. 

It*s now a peace, and then a sudden war ; 

A hope consum'd before it is conceiv'd ; 

At hand it feares, and menaceth afar ; 

And he that gains is most of all deceiv*d ; 
It is a secret hidden and not known. 
Which one may better feel than write upon.* 

So too in his ' Sonnet ' in " Perimedes the Blacksmith," 
1588, placed beside "Loue's Accusation/' &c. (pp. 33-34 
and onward), from " Moft Sacred Queen " (1. 9).+ 

In Cyprus sat fair Venus by a fount, 

Wanton Adonis toying on her knee : 
She kiss*d the wag, her darling of account ; 

The boy 'gan blush ; which when her lover see. 
She smil'd, and told him loue might challenge debt. 
And he was young, and might be wanton yet. 

The boy wax'd bold, fir^d by fond desire. 

That woo he could and court her with conceit : 

Reason spied this, and sought to quench the fire 
With cold disdain ; but wily Adon straight 

Cheered up the flame, and said "good sir, what let? 

I am but young, and may be wanton yet" 

Reason replied, that beauty was a bane 

To such as feed their fancy with fond love ; 

That when sweet youth with lust is ouerta'en. 
It rues in age : this could not Adon mov^ 

* Greene's Dram, and Poet Works, edition Dyce (i 861), pp. 291-fl. 

f «Cor — hath that name of cura, busines, for therein is all business^^ 
cause of wit and of knowing.'* (Batman, L v, c. 36.) Hence the i^'^ 
* heart of man can conceive.* 
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For Venus taught him still this rest to set, 
That he was young, and might be wanton yet. 

Where Venus strikes with beauty to the quick. 

It little 'vails sage Reason to reply ; 
Few are the cares for such as are loue-sick. 

But loue : then, though I wanton it awry, 
And play the wag, from Adon this I get, — 
I am but young, and may be wanton yet.* 

But by far the most curious and amusing illustration to 
be fetched from Alcilia is in st xxxiii (p. 22): 

O well were it, if Nature would deuife, 

That men with men together might engender. 

As graftes of trees one from another rife. 

Then nought of due to weme fhould we render : 
But yaine conceit, that Nature (hould do this. 
Since well we know, her felfe a woman is. 

Compare with this Sir Thomas Browne in his Religio 
Medici (§. ix) : " Man is the whole world, and the breath of 
God ; woman the rib, and crooked piece of man. I could 
be content that we might procreate like trees, without con- 
junction, or that there were any way to perpetuate the 
world without this trivial and vulgar way of coition : it is 
the foolishest act a wise man commits in all his life, nor is 
there any thing that will more deject his cooled imagination, 
when he shall consider what an odd and unworthy piece of 
folly he hath committed." Religio Medici was not published 
until 1642, or nearly half a century subsequent to Alcilia. 

Editors refer to MONTAIGNE Essaies 1, iii, c. 5 ; and 

probably he was the source of both J. C or J. G.'s and Sir 
Thomas's singular wish. The good knight's contemporaries 
had many a broad jest at his expense when he did marry 
— with the usual results. 

It is somewhat noticeable that, in st. xlviii (p. 27), the 
quotation which remains unverified in Chaucer — (" Vncouth 

* As before, p. 293. I am at the moment dependent on Dyce, retiTing mj 
ever-recnrring regret that an editor so masterly modernized the orthography, 
&C., &C., of his editions, thus practically requiring that, sooner or later, all he 
did shall be done over again. 
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vnkist our auncient Poet faid. Chaucer " :) is similarly quoted 
and similarly given to Chaucer elsewhere and early. I have 
a distinct remembrance of meeting with it. My impression 
was that it was in Spenser; but I have looked and better 
looked in him for it, in vain, as have several literary friends. 

I have found the benefit in this case, as in many others, 
of going back to a first edition. The later of Alcilia have 
many mistakes and misprints. I name only a typical one 
(1613), viz., in p. 1 1, heading, 1. 5 is dropped. It will be seen 
that in a number of places there are what we would call 
to-day quotation marks on the margin. But while I do not 
know exactly when our usage was introduced, I am quite 
sure it was not until long subsequent to Alcilia, Emphasis 
or noticeableness are intended by the Alcilia *"*. In con- 
nection with this it is to be noted that where the text trans- 
lates Latin or Italian quotations placed in the margin, the 
' " ' never occur. 

And now I feel well assured that Alcilia will receive a 
cordial welcome from my select constituency of Subscribers. 
I commend the continuation of this Introduction from Dr. 
Wagner, as before explained. 

ALEXANDER B. GROSART. 

St. Georg/s Vestry^ Blackburn, 
November iS^g, 

Postscript. — Philopartkens and Philaretes being both 
of Greek origin, I suppose we must look for Alcilia in 
Greek also. We have oLKicm and oLKxtto I repel, ward off. 
This would suit her as a repeller of his suit, and Alc-ilia or 
Alci-lia, might be a euphonious feminine name coined from 
it, having Breton's Manilla, &c., &c., as its type. Against 
this is the fact that the only noun, a masculine one stgm'fy- 
ing repeller, is a\rr^, whence we ought to have Alcitera or 
Alcitra. Probably, however, euphony and a likeness to the 
feminine ancilla carried the point, and aX^eo) gives the deri- 
vation. Perhaps if we could get at the facts of the wooing 
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and rejection — for unquestionably spite of disavowals there 
were real persons in both — we should discover that 
' Alcilia ' was only a slight change of some fair lady's actual 
name of 'Alicia/ a not at all unfrequent Elizabethan- 
Jacobean name. I have just noted it in the descent of 
Richard James, the poet of Iter Lancastrense, viz., " Alicia 
filia Willi, Porter filii Nicolai Porter." 
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From Dr. Wagner's 'Alcilia' (lijS). 



Aldlia 

Philoparthens Louing 

FollU 

Non Dms (viperhiiemt) amar eft, fed amaror, d error, 

1595. 
From the only existing copy of the earliest edition 

in the Town Library, Hamburg. 

Edited with an Introduction 

by 

William Wagner. 

Separate-reprint from the Shakespeare- AimuaL Vol. X. 

K6then 

Paul Schettler 

187s 



ALCILIA. 

A Collection of Poems from the year 1595. 

From the only existing copy in the Hamburg Town Library, 

Edited with an Introduction 
by 
William Wagner. 

J. Payne Collier has the merit of first directing public 
attention to the anonymous collection of poetry here pub- 
lished for the readers of the Shakespeare Annual. In his 
Poetical Decameron, vol. ii. (1820) p. 112 and 11 6- 120, he 
gives some detached specimens of the Alcilia, without how- 
ever entering into any further bibliographical notice. The 
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words of Morton (p. 1 19), one of the friends represented as 
conversing together in the Decameron, may be regarded as 
Collier's own opinion : " We are much obliged to you for in- 
troducing us to a poet who can write with so much ease and 
delicacy^ We must moreover remark that Collier had at 
that time (1820) no idea of the probable author, for the 
question (p. 116) : ^^ Have you any conjecture who is meant 
by Philoparthen t " is answered : " / have noty nor do I find 
any clue in the production^ Collier must consequently at 
that time have overlooked the final initials J. C. found in all 
the later editions of which copies are extant in England. 
In his later work, indeed, " A Bibliographical and Critical 
Account of the Rarest Books in the English Language," I. 
1 1 7- 1 18, he says: " There is some reason for assigning to 
Chalkhill a collection of small poems under tlie title of * Alcilia, 
PhilopartJtens louing Folly! which was first printed in 4I0 
1613 in a volume with Marstofis ' Pigmalion*s Image* and 
* The Love of Amos and Laura''' (which is not by Chalkhill). 
" The last af these is dedicated to Is. Wa, or Isaac Walton, 
which connects him with the publication ; and at the end of 
the first piece are the initials J, C, which perhaps were those 
of John Clialkhill, There were subsequent editions of *A Icilia" 
in 8vo 1 6 19, and 4to 1628, and it certainly deserved consider- 
able popularity for tlu * smooth and easy versed in which it is 
written, a quality imputed by Walton to Chalkhill* s poetry!* 
Collier then conjectures that the Philaretes whose name is 
subjoined to the Letter to the Author at the beginning of 
the collection, is Walton himself, " who, nearly sixty years 
afterwards, edited Thealma and Clearchus!* This is all 
guesswork, undeserving of further appreciation. 

The first edition of Alcilia (1595), of which there is a copy 
in the Town Library at Hamburg, seems entirely unknown 
in England. The following editions are entered in Haditt's 
Handbook. 

(a) Alcilia. Philoparthens Louing Folly. Whereunto is added Pigmalions 
Image. With the Loue of Amos and Laura and other Epigrammes, 
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by Sk I. H. and others. Nener before imprinted. London : Printed 
for Richard Hawkins, dwelling in Chancery-lane, neare Serjeants- 
Inne. 1613. 4to, 48 leaves. A copy (Bright, 1845) ^th 2 leaves 
wanting, vras purchased at 3/. lOf. for Mr. Corser, author of the 
Coilecianea Anglo-Foetica (i860), from whose library it passed Into 
that of the British Museum. 

(b) Alalia. Philoparthens Louing Folly. Whereunto is added Pigmalions 
Image. With the Loue of Amos and Laura. London. Printed for 
Richard Hawkins, dwelling in Chancery Lane, neere Serieants Inne. 
16 1 9. Small 8va The only known copy of this edition b in the 
British Museum. 

{c) Alalia. Philoparthens Louing Folly. Whereunto is added Pigmalions 
Image. With the Loue of Amos and Laura. And also Epigrammes 
by Sir J. H. and others. The second impression. London : Printed 
for Richard Hawkins, dwelling in Chancery Lane, neere Serjeants 
Inne. 1628. 4to. One copy in the Bodleian Library. Another 
sold at Harvard's Sale 1858, for 5/. ilx. Evidently a later edition 
of tf. 

{d) An edition " Printed and sold by William Leake at the Crown and 
Scepter between the Two Temple Gates," about 1643, is advertised 
as published on a separate leaf pasted into a copy of the Compleat 
Justice 1643. i2mo. 

I am moreover indebted to the kindness of my esteemed 
friend F. J. Furnivall, Director of the New Shakspere Society* 
for a reference to Corser's Description of Alcilia (161 3) in 
his Collect. Ang. Poet. I, 15-27. His notice of the edition 
of 1628 is more succinct. 

From all these discussions, borrowed from such careful 
investigators as Hazlitt and Corser, it may confidently be 
asserted that in the Alcilia of I595> the Town Library of 
Hamburg possesses an unique copy. 

This copy is a small 4to, consisting of 31 unpaged leaves, 
title included. In my reprint, I have not reckoned the 
latter in the marginal pagination. On the last leaf, but 
upside down, in a hand decidedly bearing the stamp of the 
1 6th or beginning of the 17th ct. is entered the name of a 
former owner : 

Edmund Stubbing his booke 
Ex dono Do'** CLapham 

and on the title-page itself, beneath the date, a later owner 
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has inscribed his name : J. Langermenn D R (LL.D.) 1755. 
According to a communication of Herr von Dommer, assist- 
ant Librarian at Hamburg, this name is found in many of 
the books of the Library. Dr. Langermann was a lawyer 
who bequeathed his library to the State of Hambuf^ in the 
latter half of the last century. It would probably be a 
waste of time to investigate the manner in which the volume 
passed from the possession of Edmund Stubbing, and into 
the hands of Dr. Langermann. At all events it is in the 
same [parchment] binding given it by its first owner Stub- 
bing, or by the original donor Dr. Clapham. 

With regard to the author of the poems, the Hamburg 
copy of the first edition only tends to raise new doubts. 
For if, according to Collier, the 4 editions hitherto known 
have the initials J. C. at the end of the respective volumes 
(according to a communication of Furnivairs it is J. C. in 
the edition of 1613 and L C. in that of 1619) — ^the Ham- 
bui^ copy has indeed at first sight J. G. but on further ex- 
amination, it appears that these were originally J. C. but by 
the addition of a well-imitated stroke of the pen the C has 
been changed into a G (G). 

We here find ourselves face to face with an enigma. 

The Hamburg copy likewise exhibits a considerable 
number of textual corrections which we have noticed in 
their respective places. They are all in the same ink as the 
stroke added to the original C. Was the worthy Dr. Clap- 
ham the author of these corrections ? Nay, can he have 
been the author of the Alcilia } Did he tiius make a pre- 
sent of his own work to Friend Stubbing, and is it possible 
that, to prevent the latter from divining the author of the 
book, that he himself altered the C to G ? Why has not 
Fate preserved the Christian name of Clapham ? Did it 
begin with J ? 

Or were the initials of the author really J. G. } In this 
case many conjectures might be formed, and we should be 
able to come forward with a little hypothesis to assign a 
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name at least, if not a * heal habitation* to the author of 
the Alcilia. In the literature of the period the initials J.G. 
are in several cases employed to designate the author of 
other works. We think we have sufficiently complete notes 
on the subject to justify us in communicating our materials, 
and thereby giving encouragement to further research. 

The following two treatises are found in the British Mu- 
seum : 

(i) M. Some laid open in his coalers : wherein the indifferent reader may 
easily see, how wretchedly and loosely he hath handled the cause 
against M. Penry. Done by an Oxford man to his friend in Cam- 
bridge. The letters J. G. are found at the end of the little work, the 
date and place of printing of which are uncertain, although London 
15S8 is conjectured. I have no data as to the contents. 

(2) A Refutation of the Apology for Actors (by Thomas Heywood), divided 
into three briefe treatises. Wherein is confuted all the chiefe 
groundes — alleaged in defence of Playes : and withall in each treatise 
is deciphered Actors. I. Heathenish and diabolicall institution. 
2. Their ancient and modern indignitie. 3. The wonderfull abuse of 
their impious qualitie. By J. G. London. 1 61 5. 4to. 

Quite in accordance with what we might expect from the 
author of the Alcilia, would be a poem the title of which 
we borrow from Hazlitt's Handbook : 

G. (J.) An Apologie for Women-kinde. At London. 
Printed by Ed. Aide for William Ferbrand. 1605, 4to. It 
would be interesting to compare this poem with Alcilia, but 
I have had no opportunity of doing so. 

The following notice might lead to a full name, if not to 
an individual otherwise known. My attention has been 
called to it by Furnivall : 

African and Mensola. — A Famous tragicall discourse of (wo lovers, Affrican 
and Metisola^ their lives, inforfunate loves, and lamentable deaths, toge- 
ther with the of'Spring of the Florentines. A History no lesse pleasant 
then full of recreation and delight. Newly translated out of Tuscan into 
French by Anthony Guerin, domino Creste. And out of French into 
English by Jo, Goubome. At London Printed by Ja. R. for William 
Blackman, dwelling neere the great North doore of Paules. 1597. 
4to, 44 leaves. 

According to Collier, from whose Bibliographical and 
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Critical Account, etc., I. 13, we derive this title, this is a 
prose romance^ written in an affected style^ and the languid 
story devoid of interest. A young shepherd named Affrican 
falls in love with a nymph of Diana whom he long in vain 
pursues^ but at lengthy in female attire^ deflowers her, and 
finally kills himself Of Mensola is bom Pruneo, who is 
represented as the original^ or ^'ofspringl" of the Florentines. 
The description of tlie half-willing and half-unwilling rape 
upon the heroine is sufficiently prurient, and must have con- 
stituted the chief attraction of the performance. Of Jo. 
Goubourne we have no otJter trace, and at the close is printed 
" Thus endeth Maister John Bocace to his Flossolan : Data 
fata secutus'.* It is dedicated by L G. " to the vertuous gen- 
tleman Maister Frances Versaline^* : tften comes an address 
" To the Reader health,'' and a page headed " Tlie autftor disi- 
reth the favour of his Mistris!' " A Table of Contents'* gives 
the titles of the li tedious chapters of which the romance con- 
sists. The whole merits notice only on account of its extreme 
rarity. 

Although Collier's description of this tale excites no very 
favorable opinion of the work or its author, and although 
we have not perused the former, we might (as a mere guess) 
assume the identity of this John Goubourne with the I. G. 
of our Alcilia, if indeed there were any authprity for these 
initials. As however there is no proving this supposition, 
the whole theory falls to pieces like a house of cards. 

With more certainty we may advance remarks on the 
education and attainments of our author. With regard to 
these the first fact which strikes us, is the marginal quota- 
tions, no fewer than five of which are Italian : 

Ne amor ne signoria Yuole compagnia. 

Soon. L. p. 27. 
Chi non si fida, non viene ingannato. 

Soon. I. (Second Series) p. 49. 
Chi non (fi, non falla, chi falla l*amendn 

(must be s'amenda). 

Sonn. 2y XIII. p. 57. 
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Chi va e ritoma, fa buon liaggio. 

Sonn. 3. XY. p. 54. 
Quanto piace all mondo, h breve sogno. 

Sonn. 2. XXXVIIII. p. 62. 

This Italian learning is perfectly in keeping with the cul- 
ture of the time, as it appears in the sonnets of the Elizabe- 
than period. 

Were we to form an idea of its author from the ' Alcilia ' 
(necessarily comprising an appreciation of the production 
itself) we should arrive at the following conclusions. 

Our poet is evidently a highly educated, in some degree 
a learned man. Proofs of this are, first the Latin verses 
prefixed to his * sonnets,' on the whole correct and pleasing, 
although we cannot pass over the blunder (1. 7) c5miter for 
comiter. 

The Latin quotations in the margin likewise attest the 
classical education of our poet. The only classic author 
indeed quoted by name is Martial (Sonn. LIX. p. 30), but 
there are likewise well-known quotations from Virgil (Sonn. 
L p. 11), Ovid (Sonn. 2. XXX. p. 21), and other anonymous 
poets (Sonn. 2. XXXVI. p. 23, and 2. LX. p. 31). Common 
Latin adages likewise occur, e.gr. ' meritum petere grave ' 
(Sonn. XXX. p. 21) ; 'nemini datur amare simul et sapere' 
(p. 8) ; ' alteri inserviens me ipsum conficio ' (Sonn. LX. 
p. 31), no doubt derived rather from anthologies or gnomo- 
logies of the time than from his own reading. The latter 
may be safely asserted of the saying of Diogenes the Cynic, 
'amor est otiosorum negotium' quoted in the margin of 
Sonn. XXXVI. (p. 23), which is to be referred to a Greek 
source, with which our author can scarcely have been ac- 
quainted: Diogenes Laertius VI, 2, 51 (Tauchn. vol. I. 
p. 271), Tov Ipcma Aa")(p\lav {eXvai eXeyei/ 6 /lioyevrj^;). 

In support, however, of our assumption that the author 
of the ' Alcilia * was not actually a man of learning, but one 
who, after receiving a university education, entered on prac- 
tical life, and had an aversion to all ostentation of learning, 
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we must refer to the comparatively sparing use he makes 
of the classical Mythology. This is the more striking, if we 
consider that in the style of the period mj^holopcal allu- 
sions were most favourite ornaments, and often carried to 
an excess. As far as I can see, the only instances of the 
kind in the ' Alcilia ' are the three Graces (Sonn. XIV, p. 
is), Phoebus (Sonn. XVI. p. i6), Jupiter and Ganymede 
(Sonn. XVI. p. i6), and Icarus (p. 38, 1. 13). 

On the whole, artlessness and simplicity may be specified 
as the principal merits of the 'Alcilia.* The style is through- 
out clear and perspicuous, so that this circumstance alone 
must have ensured a certain popularity at the period of its 
appearance. The list of editions given above confirms this 
assumption. The poet cannot, however, have had much 
command of language, as we shall presently show. This is» 
however, only apparent on a nearer examination of his 
rhymes and other poetical expedients. The first (and with 
the public at large decisive) impression, remains that of 
pleasing simplicity and perspicuity. Sometimes however 
he descends to vulgarisms, as in the popular expression ^at 
six and seven^^ Sonn. 2, XVIII, p. 55, used in what appears 
to us an incongruous manner. [I intercalate that ' six and 
seven ' was no vulgarism at the period, and that words and 
phrases of the educated in one age become deteriorated and 
vulgarized in another.] 

The metre of the sonnets is indescribably simple. In- 
deed, if we compare it with the severe structure of the 
Italian sonnet, or even with the less rigorous, at times care- 
less usage of the Elizabethan poets, we shall see that the 
author of the * Alcilia ' has taken it very easy. No one but 
himself and a few complacent friends would apply the proud 
appellation of 'sonnets' to these six-lined stanzas. The 
negligent idiom of the period may, however, serve as an 
excuse, and we forbear further censure. 

The rhythm is often stiff, and, compared with the im- 
proved usage of later poets, faulty. As an instance we 
may quote the line (Sonn. XIII. p. 15) : 
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Her body fs straight slider And upright, 

which would be universally censured at present, and would 
have been shunned even in the seventeenth century by 
more careful poets. Our author's contemporaries probably 
overlooked its faultiness. 

The rhymes are wearisomely monotonous, and in this re- 
spect our author's poetical culture appears very defective. 
He uses the same rhymes again and again. I have nearly 
exhausted my patience in counting these repetitions, but 
some of them may here be mentioned. Of course the word 
love must repeatedly occur in amatory poetry. We find 
consequently /r^w rhyming (incorrectly though usual) with 
love at least six times ; love with prove three times ; proved 
with loved twice ; loved with proved three times ; proved 
with beloved once,* Again we have move rhyming with 
love and vice versA^ and tnoved with loved. Again dart with 
lieart twice, and smart with heart four times. I find, more- 
over, agaipi rhyming with pain four times, and vice versA 
once ; likewise gain-pain once. Other easy rhymes of fre- 
quent occurrence zx^ feature and creature ; cure and endure \ 
heart Sindpart (frequent) ; vain and pain ; grief and relief; 
fire and desire \ regard and reward (at least three times) ; 
p<ist and last\ hateful and ungrateful (twice). Other in- 
stances oi careless rhymes zx^ greater and detter (p. 8, IL 17- 
18) ; have and crave (p. 16, xvii, 11. 5-6, and p. 39, 11. 21-22); 
so likewise crave it and have it (p. 40, 11. 7-8), and crave and 
have (p. 57, xxv, IL 2 and 4). Furthermore found and 
wound (* vulnus *) (p. 18, xxi, 11. 5-6) ; good and blood (p. 48, 
11. 8-9) ; bloom and come (p. 58, xxviii, 11. 2 and 4) ; miscarrie 
and wary (p. 45, IL 3-4) ; past and waste (p. 57, xxiii, 11. i 
and 3) ; desert and part (p. 44, IL i7-i8).f Instances like 

* I note that it is self-evident that the vowel o had then the same sound in 
* love ' as in • moue ' and ' proue.* Cf. his ' dove will prove ' in Merry Wives 
of Windsor (act i, sc. 3). So too the ' a ' in ' have * had doubtless the same 
sound (A. S. hxban) and also so with ' ou * and other of Dr. Wagner's finical 
mis-rhymes. — G. 

t iVs noted, * desert * is changed to * desart * by the Corrector. Cf. pro- 
nunciation of Derby, Berkshire, &c. — G. D 
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cruelties and eies (pp. 33-4, last line and 1. i), are admissible, 
and the pronunciation of the time may warrant such rhymes 
as unstable and miserable (p. 35, IL 7-8) ; hate and intemperate 
(p. 39, 11. lo-ii). But the above show the scantiness and 
defectiveness of our author's poetical resources. [Not at all] 

Notwithstanding the general fluency of the language, we 
meet with some archaisms not even to be found in Shake- 
speare's vocabulary. These, however, all occur in Spenser, 
and as the metre of the 'Alcilia' coincides with that of 
Spenser's Astrophel, the last-named poet may be assumed 
as our poet's model. Our author seems likewise to be fami- 
liar with Chaucer, and appeals to ^^ our ancient poet^^* eulo- 
gised by Spenser as * the well of English undefiled! 

We now subjoin an alphabetical list of the principal 
archaisms of the * Alcilia.' 

Brond^=^ brandy sc. ^my burning brond* in Lov^s Last 
Wil and Testament (p. 47. 1. 3). This' form, though not 
confirmed by rhyme, must be retained on the authority of 
Spenser. 

Carke in the alliterative expression care and carke (p, 46, 
1. 4). Spenser (F. Q., I. 144) has careful carke. 

Contrary and contrdry are both employed by the author 
of the * Alcilia,' and although the former is in accordance 
with the usages of society, the latter is still heard in the lan- 
guage of the people. Both forms occur in Spenser and 
Shakespeare. 

Eftsoons^ an obsolete "^ordi^^ forthwith. Frequent in 
Spenser, though in Shakespeare it only occurs once, viz, in 
Pericles, and here it is doubtful whether it is not adopted 
from the original source. The adjective ^/= ready, occurs 
in Much Ado about Nothing, A. IV. sc. 2. 

Gree = fr. gri {en ban gri\ en malgri) Am. Proel. (p. 7> 
1. 5.) It occurs in Spenser. 

Intent ^=1 intention (Sonn. XV. p. 16). Similarly we find 

* I have not, I am sorry to say, been able to discover the expression ' uncovA 
unkist^ in Chaucer. [Sec our Introduction. — G.] 
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repent => repentance (p. 38, 1. 3 from bottom), and resist =^ 
resistance (p. 10, 1. 6). Shortened substantive forms of this 
kind are not unfrequent, especially in older poets, and occur 
in poets of our own time who imitate older expressions. 

Maker in the sense of poet, irovrfrfy; (Sonn. LX. p. 31), 
may be assumed as a well-known word, but does not occur 
in this sense in Shakespeare. [Neither is it used in ' Alcilia* 
in its sense of Tr6trjT'q<:, but in its ordinary meaning.] 

'Pincons of despair* (p. 32) is probably merely a misprint. 
Cf. my remark on the passage. [In his notes Dr. Wagner 
further annotates, " We must certainly read pinions, I am 
totally unacquainted with pincons" 'Pinions' yields no 
possible sense here. * Pincons ' is clearly French, and it fs 
used for ' pincers.' Cotgrave gives pinchon (he has no pin- 
con) as a variant of pioc/ion, a little pick-axe. Modern Fr. 
gives pinion, a mark. Howell uses pinson. See also Hal- 
liwell, s.v,, for its use in 1608.] 

i?^V«^w/= government occurs in Shakespeare. V. my 
remarks on Marlowe's Edward II. (pp. 12, 75.) 

RetchUss = reckless (p. 9, 1. 7, and Sonn. 2, XXVII. p. 58, 
L 3), likewise occurs in Spenser. 

Shent (Sonn. VI. p, 13), is found in Shakespeare. 

.S/^rz'^ = die (Sonn. XXX. p. 21), frequent in Chaucer 
and Spenser ; is not found in Shakespeare. 

Ventre^ arising from a careless pronunciation of venture 
[= venter.] Our poet makes ventring rhyme with entring 
(Sonn. XLVIII. p. 27). So Spenser (F. Q. IV. 7, 31), 
ventred and entred, [Cf. entred Fr. enter.] 

Wist The expression ^hcul I wist' is twice employed 
by our poet (Sonn. LXIII. p. 32, and at the end of p. 44), 
both times to express repentance arising from dearbought 
experience. Cf. Dyce's remark on Marlowe's Edward II. 
II, 5, 90 (p. 61 of my edition), together with an instance 
from the older play of King John, from which Shakespeare 
took his etc. (Old Plays p. 268). ' My lord, I took a care of 
* had I wist! [Sec also our Notes and Illustrations, j.v.] 
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One more particular remains to be noticed, which for the 
readers of the Shakespeare Annual may be the most im- 
portant of all. A reprint of a very rare collection of poetry 
from Shakespeare's time scarcely requires an apology in 
any case. We are all aware that for a right understanding 
and thorough appreciation of Shakespeare, it is necessary 
to study him in connection with the authors of his own time. 
And such a collection as the * Alcilia ' possesses a particular 
interest as exhibiting the amateur poet of the days of Eliza- 
beth. As we have noticed above, the author displays a 
certain familiarity with the requisite accomplishments of 
his day. He writes neat Latin verses ; understands Italian ; 
is acquainted with the classics, and composes English ama- 
tory sonnets like a miniature Spenser. He is likewise a 
frequenter of the playhouse, and has passages of Shake- 
speare ready at command. 

The older version of Romeo and Juliet had appeared on 
the stage long before. 1595, probably as early as 1592 or 
1593. Nor is it to be wondered at that our poet, whose 
Alcilia indeed in true English style [nonsense Dr. Wagner !] 
has ever an eye to i/ie main chance, and when her lover de- 
lays his declaration, takes the first who presents himself, 
should allude to that Song of Love-songs. From Sonn. 2. 
XL. (p. 62) we see that he languished for two years. Nor 
is there any reason for doubting his assertion that the * son- 
nets* were composed ^at divers tinus and upon divers occa-- 
sions* (p. 11). He may therefore have written his second 
sonnet after a representation of Romeo and Juliet. In this 
(second) sonnet we find the expression each sigh a wind. 
In Shakespeare indeed the circumstances are quite differ- 
ent, yet we are forcibly reminded of the following passage 
(Romeo and Juliet A. III. sc 5). 

In one lUtU body 
Thou etmnterfeitst a hark, a sea, a wind : 
For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea. 
Do ebb ami flow with tears ; ike bark thy body is 
Sailing in this salt flood \ the winds, thy sighs etc. 
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Cf. the words of Romeo, II. 2, 80. 

By love^ who first did prompt nu to inqmrt^ 

He Unt me counsel and I lent him eyes. 

J am no pilot ; yet wert thou as far 

As that vast shore washed with the farthest seOj 

J would adventure for such merchandise. 

The same simile of sighs and winds occurs in the Two 
Gentlemen of Verona^ A. II. sc. 3, where Launce sa)rs, * If 
the wind were down^ I could drive the boat with my sighs! 

With the idea employed by the author of the * Alcilia ' in 
several other passages, we may likewise compare Spenser's 
Amoretti Sonn. LXIII. 

After long storms and tempests and assay ^ 

Which hardly I endured hereof ore. 

In dread of death and dangerous dismay ^ 

With which my silly barh was tossed sore ; 

I do at length descry the happy shore, 

In which I hope ere long for to arrive ; 

Fair soil it seems from far and fraught with store 

Of all that dear and dainty is alive. 

Most happy he, that can at last achieve 

The joyous safety of so sweet a rest : 

Whose least delight sufficeth to deprive 

Remembrance of all pains which him opprest. 

The following expression likewise reminds us of Romeo 
and Juliet In this latter (A. II. sc. 2) we find the words 

O rwear not by the moon, the inconstant moon. 

Our poet (Sonn. 2, XIX. p. 55) has 'the inconstant moon! 
[but 'inconstant' was a commonplace of epithet, while 
there is no 'swearing' by the moon in 'Alcilia,'] 

Interesting likewise in this respect is the 56th Sonnet of 
the first series, which begins 

The fire of love is first bred in the eyC'-^ 

which cannot fail to remind us of the delightful little song 
in the Mercliant of Venice (A. III. sc. 2). 

TeU me, where is fancy bred 
Or in the heart or in the head? 
How begot, how nourished? 

Reply, reply. 
It is engendered in the eyes, etc. 
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We may compare Sir Walter Raleigh's verses, 

Conceit, begotten by the eyes. 
Is quickly bom, and quickly dies ; 
For while it seeks our hearts to have. 
Meanwhile their reason makes his grave. 

(Trench, A Household Book of English Poetry, p. 3.) 

Bassanio's speech, forming a sequel to the song just 
quoted from the Merchant of Venice, finds an echo and 
expression in the lines marked by inverted commas in the 
58th Sonnet of the 'Alcilia/ 

In meanest show the most affection dzvells 
And richest pearls are found in simplest shells. 

Such similarities are not to be lightly passed over, and, 
as we cannot for a moment assume that Shakespeare bor- 
rowed his ideas from the ' Alcilia,* we must, as in the case 
of the allusions to Romeo and Juliet, conclude that the 
author of the ' Alcilia * had seen the Merdiant of Venice on 
the stage before 1595, and borrowed his expressions from 
it. 

It is well-known that the date of the composition of the 
Merchant of Venice is, like much in the Chronology of 
Shakespeare's play, an undecided question. It is not our 
intention here to enter on this question, respecting which 
we merely refer our readers to the article by Elze in the 
sixth volume of the Shakespeare Annual. We may how- 
ever, venture to hint at our opinion on the matter. We 
assume, as in the case of Romeo and Juliet, that the Mer- 
chant of Venice in its original form belongs to an earlier 
period of Shakespeare's literary productivity, and refer to 
this original piece, more especially the scene of the caskets, 
to which it appears there is an allusion in the ' Alcilia.* The 
fifth act of the Merchant of Vetiice must likewise in its main 
features have formed part of the original play, which would 
furnish us with a clue to the evident imitation in Wily 
Beguiled^ as may be easily seen in Delius' note. As the 
play now stands, it was first composed in 1596 or 1597, of 
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which we have not the slightest doubt, following in this 
respect the opinion of the justly esteemed critic A. Schmidt 
in his introduction to the German Shakespeare Society's 
translation. The difference here assumed in the compo- 
sition of the Merchant of Venice might be circumstantially 
indicated, but this forms no part of our present task. 

And now, missis ambagibus^ we may be permitted to in- 
troduce the 'Alcilia' itself to the notice and appreciation of 
the readers of our Annual, not doubting that other parallels, 
which ^have escaped our notice, may be discovered in the 
poem. 

We may here introduce some remarks on the printed 
text The last line but one in Sonnet XL. (p. 24) must be 

Continual ease U pain^ changis someHmes meeter^ 

the V for is having dropped out before the initial s of some- 
times, [Needless — the second ' is ' understood (ellipsis).] 

p. 26. XLV, 2, We should no doubt substitute hast for 
had, 

p. SO, III. 1. 2. We must not read Repentance^ s shelf 
which would be a solecism. 

p. 52. X. L 6. But hope's a shadow would be preferable, 
[Certainly not] 

We may here expressly remark that we have made no 
alteration even in the frequently faulty punctuation of the 
original. 



ALCILIA 
Philoparthens Louing 

Follie. 

Non Deus (vt perhibent) amor ejl, fed 
amaror, et error. 
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hande and plough. 
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A Letter written by a Gentleman to the 

Author his friende. 
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Riend Philopartkm, in perufmg your 
louing folly, and your declining from 
it, I doe behold reafon conquering 
paffion. The infirmitie of Louing 
argueth you are a man, the firmeneffe 
thereof difcouereth a good witte, and 
the beft nature, and the falling from 
it, true vertue. Beawtie was alwaies 
of force to miflead the wifeft, & men 
of greateft perfe6lion haue had no power to refift loue. The 
beft are accompanied with vices to exercife their virtues, whofe 
glorie fhineth brighteft in refifting motiues of pleafure, & in fub- 
duing afFe(5lions. And though I cannot altogether excufe your 
Louing Folly: yet I do the leffe blame you, in that you loued fuch 
a one, as was more to bee commended for hir virtue, then beawty, 
albeit euen for that too fhe was fo well accompliftied with the 
giftes of nature, as in mine owne conceit (which for good caufe 
I muft fubmit as inferior to yours) there was nothing wanting 
either in the one or the other, that might adde more to hir worth, 
except it were a more due, and better regard of your loue, which 
ihe requited not according to your defertes, nor anfwearable to 
hir felfe in hir other partes of perfeftion. Yet heerin it appea- 
reth you haue made good vfe of reafon, that being heeretofore 
loft in youthful! vanitie, haue now by timely difcretion founde 
your felfe. Let me entreate you to fuffer thefe your Paffionate 
Sonnets to be publiflied, which may peraduenture make others 
poffeffed with the like humor of Louing, to follow your exam- 
ple in leauing, and mooue other Alciliaes (if there bee anie) 
to embrace deferuing loue, while they may. Heereby alfo (he 
(hall know (and it may be) inwardly repent the loffe of your loue, 
and fee how much her perfeftions are blemi(hed by ingratitude 

A a which 

3 



which will make your happineffe greater by adding to your re- 
putation, then your contentment could haue beene in enioyii^ 
her loue. At the leaftwife the wifer fort, howfoeuer in cenfuring 
them they may diflike of your errors : yet they cannot but com- 
mend and allow of your reformation, and all others, that (hall 
with indifferency read them, may reape thereby fome benefit, or 
contentment. Thus much I haue written as a teftimonie of the 
good wil I beare you, with whome I doe fuffer or reioice accor- 
ding to the qualitie of your good happe, or misfortune, and fo 
I take my leaue, reiling, as alwaies. 

Yours moil assured, 
Philaretes. 



Autlior ipfe ifHkcmdpOevo^ ad libel" 
lum fuum. 

PArue liber Domini vatws diHure labores^ 
Infomnes noSUSy follicitofque dies. 
Err ores varios, languentis tosdia viUe^ 

Mcerores cerios, gaudia certa minus, 
Peruigiles euros, fufpiria, vota, querelas, 

Et queecunque pati dura coegit amor. 
I precor intrepidus, duram comiterque falutans 

Haec me eius caufa fuJHnuiffe refer. 
Tegrato excipiet vultu rubicundula, nomen 

Cum titulo infcriptum viderit effefuum. 
Forfitan & nojbri miferebitur ilia doloris, 

Dicet €r, ah quantum deferuijfe dolet : 
Se'que nimisfceuam^ crudelemque ipfa vocabit^ 

Cui non ejlfidei debita cur a mece ; 
Quodfiquidetn eueniet. Domino folaminis illud, 

Et tibifupremi muneris injlar erit. 
Si quis (vt eji cequum) fatuos damnauerit ignes, 

Pigritie fruSli4s ingenijque leuis : 
Tu Dominum cecis tenebris erraffe,fed ipfum 

Erroris tandem pamituijfe fui. 
Me quoque re vera nee tot, nee tanta tuliffe, 

Sedfilla adplacitum multafuifse refer. 
Ab quantofatuis (nifi mens mihi vana)fuijfet 

A3 IJla 



IJia meo penitks delittiiffe Jinu t 
Quam leuia in lucem prodire, aut luce carentis 

Infanam Domini prodere Jlultitiatn, 
Nil amor ejl alitul^ qudm mmtis morbus & error, 

Nilfapienter agit, nil bene, quifquis amat 
Sed fion cuique daturfapere, aut melioribus vtiy 

Forte erit alteriuSy qui mens error erat 
Cautior incedit, qui nvnquam labitur, atqui 

lamproprio euadam cautior ipfe malo. 
Si cui delicto grauior meapoetia videtur, 

Illius in laudes officiofus eris. 
Teji quisfimili qui carpitur igne videbit^ 

Ille fuam fortem flebity & ille meam, 
Alciliae obsequium fupplex prcejlare memefito, 

Non minima officij pars erit ilia tuL 
Te fortajfe fua fecura recondet in area, 

Et Solis poji/usc luminis orbus eris. 
Nil referety fateor me non prudenter amajfe; 

Ultima deceptcefors erit ilia spei. 
Bis propria Phoebus curfu luftrauerat orbem^ 

Confcius erroriSy Jlultiticeque mece, 
Aquce primus amor cospit penetrare medullas, 

Etfalfa accenfos nutrijt artefocos. 
Define iam nugas ampleSli, feria poJlluBc 

(Ut Ratio monet) ac vtiliora fequar. 

To 



A maris Prceludium, 
[Vel, Epistola ad Amicam.] 

TO thee Alalia^ folace of my youth, 
These rude and fcatred rimes I haue addreffed 
The certaine witneffe of my loue, and trueth, 
That truely cannot be in wordes expreffed ; 
Which, if I fhall perceiue thou tak*ft in gree, 
I will from henceforth write of none but thee. 

Here may you find the wounds your felfe haue made, 
The many forrowes I haue long fuftained, 
Heere may you fee, that Loue muft be obaide, 
How much I hop*d, how little I haue gained : 
That as for you the paines haue bin endured, 
Euen fo by you they may at length be cured. 

I will not call for aide to any mufe. 

It is for learned Poets fo to doo. 

Affeftion must my want of art excuse. 

My works must haue their patronage from you ; 

Whose fweete afliftance if obtaine I might, 

I fhould be able both to speake, and wright. 

A 4 Meane 



Nemini da- 



pere. 



Amor is Prosludium. 

Meane while vouchfafe to reade this^ as afiignd 
To no mans cenfure, but to yours alone ; 
Pardon the faults, that you therein ihal finde, 
And thinke the writers heelrt was not his owne ; 
Experience of examples daily prooue, 
tnr amare That no man can be well aduifd, and loue. 

iimul & £a- 

And though the worke it felfe deserue it not, 
Such is your worth with my great wantes compared : 
Yet may my loue vnfained, without fpot 
Challenge fo much (if more cannot be fpared). 
Then louely virgin take this in good part 
The reft vnseene is feald vp in the heart. 

ludge not by this the depth of my afieiSlion, 
Which farre exceeds the meafure of my (kill, 
But rather note heerein your owne perfeftion, 
So fliall appeare my want of art, not will, 
Whereof, this now as part, in lieu of greater 
I offer as an infufficient detter. 



It 



Sic incipit Jlultorum Tragicomedia. 

IT was my chaunce (vnhappie chaunce to me) 
As all alone I wandred on my waie. 
Void of diftruft, from doubt of dangers free, 
To paffe a groue, where Loue in ambufh lay, 
Who ayming'at me with his fethered dart, 
Conuey'd it by mine eie vnto my hart 

Where retchleffe boy he let the arrow fticke, 
When I as one amafed fenceleffe ftoode. 
The hurt was great, yet feemed but a pricke. 
The wound was deepe, & yet apperd no blood. 
But inwardly it bleeds. Proofe teacheth this 
When wounds do fo, the daunger greater is. 






Faufmg a while, and grieued with my wound, 
I look'd about expefting fome releefe ; 
Small hope of helpe, no eafe of paine I found. 
Like, all at once, to perifli in my greefe, 
VVhen hastilie I plucked forth the dart, 
But left the head faft fixed in my heart 

B Faft 



Amor is Prceludiutn. 

Faft fixed in my hart I left the head 

From whence I doubt it will not be remoued. 

Ah what vnluckie chaunce that way me led, 

Loue^ thy force thou mighft elfewhere haue proued, 
And fhewed thy power, where thou art not obaid. 
"The conqueft fmall, where no refift is made. 

But nought (alas) auailes it to complaine. 

1 reft refolu'd with patience to endure, 

The fier being once difperft through euerie vaine 
It is too late to hope for prefent cure. 
Now Philoparthefi muft new follies proue, 
And leame a little, what it is to loue. 

Thefe 
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Thefe Sonnets following^ were written by the An- 

thor, (who giueth himfelfe this fained name o{ PhiUh 

parthen as his accidental attribute) at diuerfe times, 

and vpon diuers occafums^ and therefore in the forme^ 

and matter they differ, and fometimes are quite con- 

trarie one to another, which ought not to be 

mifliked confidering the verie nature, 

and qualitie of Loue, which is 

a paffion foil of varieties and 

contrarietie in it felfe. 



VNhappie eies that firft my hart betraid, 
Had you not feene, my griefe had not bin such : 
And yet how may I iufllie you vpbraid, 
Since what I faw delighted me fo much ; ^^ f^* ^' 

But hence alas proceedeth all my fmart ^fi^im ah- 

Vnhappie eies that firft betraid my hart A^'^ ^or^ 

II 

To feeke aduentures^ as fate hath ailind ; 
My flender barke now flotes vpon the maine : 
Each troubled thought an Oare, each figh a wind, 
Whofe often puffes haue rent my failes in twaine. 
Lotu fteeres the boate, which, for that fight he lacks 
Is ftill in daunger of tenne thoufand wracks. 

B 2 What 
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ALCILIA. 

Ill 
What fodain chance hath chang'd my wonted cheer 
Which makes me other then I feeme to be ? 
My daies of ioy, that once were bright, and cleere 
Are tumd to nights, my mirth to mifery. 
Ah well I weene that fomewhat is amifTe, 
but footh to fay, I know not, what it is. 

IIII 
What am I dead ? then could I feele no fmart 
But ftill in me the fenfe of griefe reuiueth. 
Am I aliue ? ah no, I haue no heart, 
For (he that hath it, me of life depriueth. 
Oh that (he would reftore my heart againe. 
Or giue me hirs, to counteruaile my paine. 

V 

If it be Loue, to waft long howers in greefe. 

If it be Loue, to wi(h, and not obtaine. 

If it be Loue, to pine without releefe, 

If it be Loue, to hope, and neuer gaine : 

Then may you thinke, that he hath trulie loued 

Who for your fake al this, and more hath proued. 

If 
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ALCILIA. 

VI 

If that in ought mine eies haue done amifle^ 

Let them receiue deferued punifhment; 

For fo the perfe£t rule of luftice is. 

Each for his owne deeds (hould be praifd or (hent. 

Then doubtlelTe is it both gainft law, & fenfe 

My heart fhould fuflfer for mine eies offence. 

VII 
I am not fick, and yet I am not found ; 
I eaty and fleepe, and yet me thinks I thriue not ; 
I fport, and laugh, and yet my greefs abound : 
I am not dead, and yet methinks I liue not 
What vncouth caufe hath thefe ftrange paflids bred,* 
To make at once fick, found, aliue, and dead f 
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VIII 
Some thing I want, but what I cannot fay, 
O now I know, it is my felfe I want. 
My loue with hir hath tane my hart away 
Yea hart, and all ; and left me very fcant 
Such power hath Loiie, & nought but Loue alone, 
To make diuided creatures liue in one. 

B 3 Come 
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ALCILIA. 

IX 

Phiioparth, Come gentle Death, and ftrike me with thy dart 

Life is but lothfome to a man oppreft. 
Death. How Can I kill thee when thou haft no hart. 

That which thou hadft, is in anothers breaft. 
Phiioparth, Then muft I Hue, and languifli ftill in paine ? 
Death. Yea, till thy Loue reftore thy hart againe. 

X 

Were Loue a fier, my teares might quench it lightlie. 
Or were it water, my hot hart might drie it 
If ayre, then might it paffe awaie more flightlie, 
Or were it Earth, the world myght foone difcrie it. 
If fier, nor water, aire, nor earth it be, 
What then is it, that thus tormenteth me ? 

XI 

To paint hir outward fhape, and giftes of mind, 
It doth exceed my witte, and cunning farre. 
She hath no fault, but that fhe is vnkind. 
All other partes in hir fo complet are. 
That who to view them throughly would deuife, 
Muft haue his bodie nothing elfe but eies. 

Faire 
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ALCILIA. 

XII 
Faire is my Laue^ whofe partes are fo well framed 
By Natures fpeciall order, and direftion, 
That flie hir felfe is more then halfe afhamed, 
In hauing made a worke of fuch perfeftion. 
And well may Nature blulh at fuch a feature, 
Seeing hir felfe excelled in hir creature. 

XIII 
Hir bodie is ftreight, flender, and vpright, 
Hir vifage comely, and hir lookes demure, 
Mixt with a cheerefuU grace, that yeelds delight, 
Hir eies like ftarres bright-fhining, cleere, and pure. 
Which I defcribing, Loue bids ftaie my pen. 
And faies its not a worke for mortall men. 

XIIII 
The auncient Poets write of Graces three, 
Which meeting all together in one creature, 
In all pointes perfefl make the fame to be, 
For inward vertues, and for outward feature. 
But fmile Alcilia, and the world fhal fee. 
That in thine eies a hundred Graces bee. 

B4 As 
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ALCILIA. 

XV 

As Loue had drawne his bow^ readie to fhoot, 
Ayming at me with refolute intent, 
Straight, bow & fhaft he caft downe at his foot, 
And faid, why needleffe (hould one Ihaft be fpent ? 
He fpare it then, and now it fhall fuffife 
Indeed of fliafts to vfe Alcilias eies. 

XVI 
Blufh not my Loue for feare leafl: Pkcebus fpy, 
Which if he do, then doubtleffe he will fay, 
Thou feek'ft to dim his cleemes with thine eie, 
That cleernefTe, which from Eaft brings gladfom day. 
But moil of all, lead loue (hould fee, I dreed, 
And take thee vp to heauen like Ganymede. 

XVII 

Philoparthi, What is the caufe Akilia is difpleafed ? 

Loue, Bicaufe (he wants that which fhould moil content hir. 
PhUopartk, O did I know it, foone (hould (he be eafed. 

Loue, Perhaps thou doft, & that doth mod torment hir, 
PhUoparth. Yet let hir aske what (he defirs to haue : 

loue. Geflfe by thy felfe : for maidens mud not craue. 

My 
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ALCILIA. 

XVIII 
My Loue by chaunce hir tender finger pricked, 
As in the darke I ftriued for a kifle, 
Whofe bloud I feeing, ofTred to haue licked, 
But halfe in anger fhe refufed this. 
O that (he knew the difference of the fmart, 
Twixt hir prickd finger and my pierced hart. 



XIX 
I praie thee tel, what makes my hart to tremble. 
When on a fodaine I Alcilia fpie ? 
Bicause thy hart cannot thy ioie dliTemble. 
Thy life, and death are both lodg'd in hir eie. 
Doeft thou not hir with felf fame pafiio flrike ? 
O no, hir hart, and thine are not alike. 



Philoparth 
Laue 

PhUoparth 
Loue 



XX. 

Such are thy partes of bodie, and of mind, 

That if I fhould not loue thee, as I doo, 

I fhould too much degenerate from kind. 

And thinke the world would blame my weakenes too. 

For hee, whom fuch perfefUons cannot moue. 

Is either fenceleife, or not borne to loue. 

C Aldliaes 



»7 



ALCILIA. 

XXI 
Aldliaes eies haue fet my hart on fire, 
The pleafing obiect, that my paine doth feed : 
Yet (till to fee thofe eies I doe defire, 
As if my helpe (hould from my hart proceed. 
Happie were I^ might there in hir be found, 
A will to heale, as there was power to wound. 

XXII 

Vnwife was he, that painted Laue a boy. 

Who for his ftrength a Giant (hould haue beene^ 

It's (Iraunge a child (hould worke fo great annoy, 

Yet howfoeuer (Iraunge too truely feene. 

'' But what is he that dares at Latu repine, 

"Whose workes are wonders, and himfelfe deuine? 

XXIII 
My faire Alalia gladly would I know it, 
If euer louing padion peirc'd thy hart 
Oh no. For then thy kindnes foone would (how it, 
And of my paines thy felfe would'ft beare fome part, 
Full little knoweth hee, that hath not proued. 
What hell it is to loue, and not be loued. 

Loue 
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ALCILIA. 

XXIIII 
Lime art thou blind ? nay thou canft fee too well, 
And they are blind, that fo report of thee : 
That thou doeft fee, my felfe by proofe can tell, 
A hapleife proofe thereof is made by me, 
For fure I am, had'ft thou not had thy fight, 
Thou neuer could'ft haue hit my hart fo right 

XXV 

Long haue I languifli'd, and endured much fmart, 
Since hapleiTe I the cruel faire did loue, 
And lodg'd hir in the center of my hart, 
Who there abiding, reafon ftiould hir moue, 
Though of my paines (he no compailton take. 
Yet to refpeft me for hir owne fweet fake. 

XXVI 

In midft of winter feafon, as the fnow, 

Whofe milke-white mantell ouerfpreeds the ground : 

In part the colour of my loue is fo. 

Yet their effefts I haue contrarie found. 

For when the Sun appeares, fnow melts anone, 

But I melt alwaies, when my fun is gone. 

C 2 The 
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ALCILIA. 

XXVII 

The fweet content at firft I feem'd to proue, 
While yet Defire vnfledg'd could fcarfely flie, 
Did make me thinke, there was no life to Loiu^ 
Till all too late Time taught the contrarie ; 
For like a file I fported with the flame, 
Till like a foole I periihd in the fame. 

XXVIII 
After darke night the cheereful dale appeareth. 
After an ebbe, the riuer flowes againe, 
After a ftorme, the cloudie heauen cleereth, 
All labors haue their end, or eafe of paine. 
Each creature hath releefe, and reft, faue I, 
Who onely dying Hue, and liuing die. 

XXIX 

Sometimes I feeke for companie to fport, 
Whereby I might my penfiue thoughts beguile. 
Sometimes againe I hide me from refort, 
And mufe alone ; but yet alas the while 
In chaunging place, I cannot chaunge my mind. 
For wherefoere I flie, myfelfe I flnde. 

Faine 
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ALCILIA. 

XXX 

Faine would I fpeake, but ftrait my hart doth tremble, 

And checks my tong, that (hould my griefes reueale. 

And fo I ftriue my paflions to diiTemble, 

Which all the art I haue cannot conceale. 

Thus Handing mute, my hart with longing (lerueth, Meritupeu 

It greeues a man to aske, what he deferueth. 

XXXI 
Since you defire of me the cause to know, 
For which thefe diuerfe paflions I haue proued, 
Looke in your glaffe, which will not faile to Ihow, 
The (hadowed pourtraifl of my bed beloued. 
If that fuffice not, looke into my hart, 
Where it's engrauen by a new found art. 

XXXII 
The painefuU Ploughman hath his harts delight, 
Who, though his dailie toile his bodie tireth : 
Yet merrelie comes whifUing home at night, 
And fweetlie takes the eafe his paine requireth. 
But neither dales nor nightes can yeeld me reft 
Borne to be wretched, and to liue oppreft. 

C3 O 
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ALCILIA. 

XXXIII 
O well were it, if Nature would deuife, 
That men with men together might engender, 
As graftes of trees one from another rife. 
Then nought of due to weme fhould we render : 
But vaine conceit, that Nature fhould do this, 
Since well we know, hir felfe a woman is. 

XXXIIII 
Vpon the Altar, where Laties fier burned, 
My fighes and teares for facrifice I ofTred, 
When Laue in rage from me his countenance turned, 
And did reieft, what I fo humbly proffred. 
If he my hart expe£l, alas it*s gone 
'' How can a man gtue that is not his owne ? 

XXXV 

Alalia faid, fhe did not know my mind, 
Bicause my wordes did not declare my loue ; 
Thus where I merit moft, lead helpe I find, 
And hir vnkindnes all too late I proue. 
Grant Loue that flie, of whom thou art negle&ed 
May one day loue, and little be refpe£led. 

The 
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ALCILIA. 

XXXVI 

The *Cynicke being afk'd, when he would loue, * Diogenes. 

Made anfwere, when he nothing had to doo. 

For Loue was floth : but he did neuer proue Amor eft 

By his experience, what belonged thertoo. 'i^^m 

For had he tailed, but fo much as I, 

He would haue foone reformed his herefie. 

XXXVII 

fudge me not fweet Loue by outward fliow, 
Though fometimes ftraunge I feem, & to neglefl thee ; 
Yet didft thou but my inward paffions know, 

Thou (hould'ft perceiue, how highly I refpeft thee. 
When lookes are fix'd, the hart oftimes doth tremble.** 
Little loues he, that cannot much diiTemble. 

XXXVIII 
Parting from thee,euen from my felfe I part, 
Thou art the ftarre by which my life is guided, 

1 haue the bodie but thou haft the hart. 
The better part is from it felfe deuided. 
Thus doe I liue, and this do I fuftaine. 

Till gracious Fortune make vs meete againe. 

C 4 Open 
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ALCILIA. 

XXXIX 
Open the fluces of my feeble eies, 
And let my teares haue paffage from their fountaine. 
Fill all the earth with plaints, the aire with cries. 
Which maie pierce rocks, & reach the higheft mountain 
That fo Loues wrath by thefe extremes appeafed, 
My griefes maie ceafe, and my poor hart be eafed. 

XL 
*' After long ficknes health brings more delight, 
*' Seas feeme more calme by ftormes once ouerblowne, 
** The dale more cheerful by the pafTed night. 
" Each thing is by his contrarie beft knowne. 
'* Continuall eafe is paine. Chaunge fometimes meeter: 
" Difcords in Muficke, make the Muficke fweeter. 

XLI 
Feare to offend, forbids my tongue to fpeake^ 
And fignes, and fighes muft tell my inward woe. 
But (ay the while) my hart with greefe doth breake, 
And (he by fignes my forrowes will not know. 
The ftilleft ftreames wee fee in deepeft foords, 
And Loue is greateft, when it wanteth wordes. 

No 
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ALCILIA. 



XLII 
No paine fo great, but may be eaf 'd by art. 
Though much we fuffer, yet defpaire we ftiould not 
In middfl of greefes, hope alwaies hath fome part. 
And Time may heale,what Art, and Reafon could not. 
Oh what is then this paflTion I endure, 
Which neither Reafon, Art, nor Time can cure ? 
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XLIII 
Pale lelousie, feend of etemall night, 
Mifhapen creature, borne before thy time. 
The Impe of horror, foe to fweet delight. 
Making each error feeme a haynous crime. 
Ah too great pittie, (were there remedie,) 
That ever Lone (hould keepe thee company. 



re 
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XLIIII 
The daies are now come to their fhorteft date, 
And muft in time by courfe encreafe againe : 
But onely I continue at one flate, 
Voide of all hope of heipe, or eafe of paine, 
For daies of ioy muft ftill be short with mee, 
And nights of forrow muft prolonged bee. 

D 
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ALCILIA. 

XLV 
Sleepe now my Mufe, and henceforth take thy reft, 
Which all too long thy felfe in vaine had wafted : 
Let it fufBce I ftill muft liue oppreft, 
And of my paines the frute muft neere be tafted 
" Then fleepe my Mufe. Fate cannot be withftood. 
" It's better fleepe, then wake, and do no good. 

XLVI 
Why ftiould I loue, fmce ftie doth proue vngratefull, 
Since for reward I reape nought but difdaine, 
Loue thus to be requited it is hatefull. 
And Reafon would I (hould not loue in vaine. 
Yet all in vaine, when all is out of feafon, 
" For Loue hath no focietie with reafon. 

XLVII 
Harts eafe, and I haue bin at ods too long, 
I follow faft, but ftill he flies from me. 
I fue for grace, and yet fuftaine the wrong, 
So gladly would I reconciled be : 
Loue make vs one, fo flialt thou worke a wunder, 
Vniting them, that were fo farre a funder. 

Vncouth 



2(y 



« 



ALCILIA. 

XLVIII 
Vncouth vnkist our auncient *Poet faid, • Chauctr 

And he that hides his wants, when he hath need, 
May after haue his want of wit bewraid^ 
And faile of his defire, when others fpeed. 
Then boldly fpeak : the word is at firft entring. 
Much good fucceiTe men miiTe for lack of ventring. 



XLIX 
Declare the greefes wherewith thou art oppreft 
And let the world be witneffe of thy woes, 
Let not thy thoughts lie buried in thy breaft, 
But let thy toung thy difcontents difclofe. 
For who conceals his paine when he is greened, 
May well be pittied, but no way releeued. 
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L 
Wretched is he, that louing fets his hart 
On hir, whofe loue from pure afTeftion fwerueth : 
Who doth permit each one to haue a part, 
Of that which none but he alone deferueth. 
Giue all, or none. For once of this be fure Ne amor, 

Lordshippe and Loue no partners may endure. m/ignona 

D 2 Who pagnia. 
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ALCILIA. 

LI 
Who fpends the weary day in penfiue thought. 
And night in dreames of horror^ and affright, 
Whofe wealth is want, whofe hope is come to nought 
Himfelfe the marke for Lotie and Fortunes fpight. 
Let him appeere, if any fuch there bee. 
His cafe, and mine more fitly will agree. 

LII 
Faire tree but fniitleffe, fometimes full of fap, 
Which now yeelds nought at all, that may delight me, 
Some cruell frofl, or fome vntimely hap 
Hath made thee barren onely to defpite me. 
Such trees in valne with hope do feede defire. 
And feme for fuell to encreafe Loues fier. 

LIII 
In companie, whils fad, and mute I fit. 
My thoughts elfe where then there I feeme to be, 
PofTefs'd with fome deepe melancholy fittes. 
One of my friendes obferues the fame in me, 
And faies in iefl, (which I in earneft proue) 
Hee lookes like one, that had lofl his firfl loue. 

Twixt 
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ALCILIA. 

LIIII. 
Twixt Hope, and Feare in doubtfull ballance pezed, 
My Fate, my Fortune, and my Loue depends. 
Sometime my Hope is rais*d, when Loue is pleafed, 
Which feare weighs down, whe ought his wil offends. 
The heauens are fometimes deer, & fometimes lowre^ 
And he that loues mud tad both fweet, and fowre. 

LV 
Retyre my wandring thoughts vnto your reft, 
Do not henceforth confume your felues in vaine. 
No mortall man in all points can be bleft. 
What now is mine may be anothers paine. 
The watrie cloudes are cleere, when ftormes are paft. 
And things in their extreemes long cannot laft. 

LVI 
The fier of Loue is firft bred in the eie. 
And thence conuaies the heat vnto the hart, 
Where it lies hid, till Time his force difcry. 
The Toung thereto addes fuell for his part. 
The touch of lips, which doth fucceed the fame _>. 

Kindles the reft, and fo it proues a flame. Sermo, 
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ALCILIA. " 

LVII 

The tender fprigges, that fprowted in the field, 
And promised hope of fruit to him that planted : 
Indeed of fruit doth nought but bloiToms yeeld 
Though care, & paine to prune it neuer wanted : 
Euen fo my hopes do nought but blolToms proue 
And yeeld no fruites to recompence my loue. 

LVIII 
Though little figne of loue in (how appeare : 
Yet thinke true loue of colors hath no need : 
It's not the glorious garments, which men weare 
That makes them other then they are indeed : 
*' In meanefl (how the moft affeflion dweb, 
" And richeft pearles are found in fimpleft (hells. 

LIX 

Let not thy toung thy inward thoughts difclofe 
Or tell the forrowes that thy hart endures. 
Let no mans eares bewitnefTe of thy woes, 
Since pitie neither helpe, nor eafe procures, 
Martial ^^^ onelv he, is truely faid to mone, 
veri qui ft' Whofc greefs none knoweth but himfelf alone. 

netefte 
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ALCILIA. 

LX 

A thoufand times I curie thefe idle rimes, 

Which do their makers follies vaine fet forth. 

Yet blefle I them againe as many times, 

For that in them I blaze Aldliaes worth. 

Meane while I fare, as doth the torch by night, ^/'^ ^-^T' 

Which wafts it felfe in giuing others light /um confide. 

LXI 

Enough of this. For all is nought regarded. 
And (he not once with my complaints is moued. 
Die haples Loue, fmce thou art not rewarded ; 
Yet ere thou die, to witneffe that I loued, 
Report my trueth, and tell the faire vnkind. 
That (he hath loft, what none but flie (hal find. 

LXII 

Louers lament, you that haue truely loued, 

For Philoparitten now hath loft his loue. 

The greateft loffe that euer Louer proued 

O let his hard hap fome compaflfion moue : 

Who had not rued the loffe of hir fo much ; 

But that he knowes the world yeelds no more fuch. 

D 4 Vpon 
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ALCILIA. 

LXIII 
Vpon the Ocean of conceited error, 
My wearie fpirits many flormes haue pafl, 
Which now in harbor free from wonted terror 
loy the poffeffion of their reft at laft. 
And henceforth fafeiy may they lie at roade. 
And neuer roue for had I wift abroad. 

Loues 
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ALCILIA. 

Loues accu/ation at the iudgement feat of Rea- 

fon, wherein the Authors whole fuccefle in his 

Laue is couertlu defcribed. 

IN Reafons Courts my felfe being Plantiffe there, 
Loue was by proceffefummorid to qppeare, 
Tliatfo the wrongSy which he had done to mee 
Might be made knowne^ and al the world might fee 
And feeing rtie what to my coji I proued. 
While faithfully but vnfortunate I loued. 
After I had obtained audience^ 
I this began to giue in euidence 

[ The Author's Euidence againfl Loue. ] 
Mojlfacred Queene and foueraigne of mans hart. 
Which of tJie mind doefl rule the better part, 
Firfl bred in heauen, and from thence hither fent, 
To guide mens ailions by thy regiment. 
Vouchfafe a while to heare the fad complaint. 
Of him that Loue hath long kept in reflraint, 
And, as to you it properly belongs, 
Graunt iuflice of my undeferved wrongs. 
Its now two yeares ( as I remember well) 
Since firfl this wretch fent from the nether hell 
To plague the world with newfound cruelties, 

E Vnder 
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Vnder thejhadow of two ChriftaU eies 
Betrayd myfenfe^ afid as IJlumbring lay^ 
Feloniously conuatd my hart away^ 
Which moji vniuJUy he detained from mee, 
And exercised thereon flraunge tyrannie. 
Sometime his manner was in f port ^ and game 
With btyars, and thomes, to rafe andpricke the fame 
Sometime with nettles ofdefire tofHng it. 
Sometime withpincons of defpaire to wring it 
Sometime againe lie would anoint thefore^ 
And heale theplace^ that he had hurt before. 
But hurtfull helpesy and miniflred in vaine. 
Which ferued onely to renew my paine. 
For after that, more wounds he added fHll, 
Which perced deepe, but had no power to kill. 
Unhc^pie medicine, which insteed of cure 
Guies flrength to make the patient more endure. 
But that which was mofl flraunge ofalthe refl 
Myfelfe^ being tlms twixt life and death diflrefl. 
Of times when as my paine exceeded meafure, 
He would perfwade me that the fame waspleafure, 
My folemne fadnes, but contentment meete, 
My trauaile refl, and all my fower fweet. 

My 
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My woundes but gentle Jlrokes ; whereat hefmiled^ 
And by thefejlights my carekjfe youth beguiled. 
Thus did I fare as one that liuing died, 
(For greater paines I thinke hath no man tried,) 
Difquiet thoughts, like furies in my breafi 
Nouriflid thepoyfon, that my fpirits pojfefi. 
Now greefe, then ioy, now warre, then peace vnflable. 
Nought fure I had but to be miferable. 
I cannot vtter all (I mujl confefse) 
Men may conceiue more then they can es^efse. 
But to befhort (which cannot be excufed) 
Wiih vaine illujions Loue my hope abufed, 
Perfwading me I flood vponfirme ground. 
When vnawares myfelfe onfands I found. 
This is the point, which mofl I doe enforce. 
That Loue without allpittie or remorfe 
Didfuffer me to languifhfHU in greefe. 
Void of contentment, fuccour or relief e. 
And when I look'd my paines fhould be rewarded 
I didperceiue that they were nought regarded. 
For why (alas) thefe hapleffe eies did fee, 
Alcilia lou'd another more then mee. 
So in the end when I expelled mofl 

E 2 My 
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My hope, my hue, and fortune thus were croji. 
Proceeding further, Reafofi bad me flay. 
For the Defendant Itadfome thing to fay, 
Then to the iudgefor iufHce lowd I cried 
Andfo I paufed, and Loue thus replied. 

[Loue's Reply to the Author.] 
Since Reafon ought to lend indifferent eares, 
Vnto both partes, and iudge, as truth appears: 
Mofl gratious Ladie giue me leaue tofpeake 
And anfwere his complaint^ thatfeeks to wreak 
His spight and malice on me without caufe 
In charging me to haue tranfgre^d thy lawes. 
Of all his follies he imputes the blame 
To mepoore Loue, that nought deferues the fame. 
Himfelfe it is, that hath abufed mee 
As by mine anfwere fhall welproued be. 
Fond youth thou knowefl what I for thee effeSled 
( Though now I find it little be refpeiled) 
7 purg'd thy wits, which was before butgroffe; 
The mettellpure I feueredfrom the drqffe. 
And did infpire thee with my fweetefi fier. 
That kindled in thee courage, and defire 
Not like vnto thofe feruile pajjions, 

Which 
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Which cumber mens imaginations 
With AuaricCy ambition, attd vaineglorie, 
Defire of things fleeting, and tranjitorie : 
No bafe conceit, butfach as powers aboue 
Haue knowne, & felt, I mean tti infUnSl of loue 
Which making men all earthly things defpife 
Tranfports them to a heauenly paradife. 
Where thou complainfl offorrows in thy hart, 
Who Hues on earth, but therein hath his part f 
Are thefe the fruits f are thefe thy beft rewards 
For all the pleqfing glaunces,flie regards. 
The fweet flolne kijfes, amorous conceits. 
So maniefmiles,fo maniefaire entreats. 
Such kindnefse, as Alcilia did bejlow 
All for my fake, as well thy felfe doest know t 
That 'Lonefhould thus be vfed, it is hattfull; 
But all is loft thais done for one vngratefuU, 
Where he cdledgeth, that he was abufed 
In that he trulie louing, was refufed: 
Thafs moft vntrue, and plainly may be tried. 
Who neuer afk'd, could neuer be denied. 
But he affeSled rather fingle life 
Then yoke of marriage matching with a wife. 

E 3 And 
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And moft men now make lotie to none but heires^ 
Poore loue (God wote) thatpouerty empaires. 
Worldly refpe£les Loue little doth regard^ 
Wlio loues hath onely loue for his reward. 
The difcrip' u^ meriteth a Louers name ifideed 

ium of a 

fooUhardU That cajls no doubts, which vaine fujpicion breeds 
lufuer. £^i dij^eratefy at hazard throwes the Dife 

NegleSling due regard offriendes aduife; 
That wrestles with his fortune and his fate ^ 
Which had ordain* d to better his estate; 
T/tat hath no care of wealthy fw feare of lacke^ 
But ventures forward^ though he fee his wracke. 
That with Hopes winges like Icarus dothflie^ 
Though for his rafhneffe he like fortune trie. 
That to his fame the world of him may teUy 
How, while hefoard aloft, adowfie he fell. 
Andfo true Loue awarded him this doome 
Infcaling heauen to haue thefea his toome. 
Tliat making fhipwracke of his dearejlfame 
Betraies himfelfe to pouertie andfhame. 
That hath nofenfe offorrowe, or repent, 
No dread of perils, farre or imminent. 
But doihpreferre before all pompe, or pelf e. 



The 
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Thefweei of Ume as dearer then him/elf e 
Who were his pajfagejlap'd by /word & fiery 
Would make way through to compajfe his defire. 
For which he would (though heauen & earth forbad it) 
Hazard to loofe a kingdome, if he had it. 
Thefe be the things^ wherein I glorie most^ 
W/iereof this my accufer cannot bojl. 
Who was indifferent to his Iqffe orgaine, 
And better plea^d tofaile then to obtaine. 
All qualified affedions Loue doth hate 
And likes him beft thafs most intemperate. 
But hefice proceeds his malice, and difpight 
While he himfclfe barres of his owne delight. 
For when as he PAziXv^firfl affeSUd 
Like one infhow that Ume little refpeRed, 
He mafqtid difguufd, and intertaind his thought. 
With hope of that which he in fecret fought ; 
Andflillforbare to vtter his defire 
Till his delay receiu'd hir worthy hier, 
And well we know, what maides themfelues would haue 
Men must fue for, and by petitions craue. 
But he regarding more his wealth, then will 
Had little care hisfancie to fulfill. 

Yet 
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Yet wJien he /awe Alcilia lou*d another, 
The fecret fier, which in his brejl did/mother 
Began to/moake, andfoone had proti d a flame, 
y/* Temperance had not allaied the fame, 
Which afterward fo quencHd tie did not find. 
But, that fome fparks remained ftill behind. 
Thus when timefenid, he did refufe to craue it 
A ndyet enuied another man fhould haue it (f^^^ 

As though, f aire maids fhould wait atyoong mens plea- 
While they, twixtfport and earneft, hue at leafure: 
Nay at thefirft, when it is kindlie proffredy 
M aides muft accept, leaft twife it be not off red, 
Elfe though their beauty feeme their good f importune, 
Yet may they loofe the better of thHr fortune. 
Thus as this fonding coldlie went about it; 
So in the end he cleerelie went without it. 
For while he doubtfull feeni d to make a flay, 
A Mungrellftole the maidens hart away : 
For which t/iough he lamented much infltow. 
Yet was he inward glad it fell outfo. 
Now Reafon^^w may plaifuly iudge by this 
Not I, but he thefalfe diffembler is. 
Who while fofui hope his luke warfne loue did feed. 

Made 
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Madefigne of more than heefuftaitid indeed^ 
AndfilVd his rimes zvith fables & with lies 
Which without pajpon he did oft deuife^ 
So to delude the ignorance offuchy 
Thatpittied him^ thinking he tou*d too much^ 
And with conceit rather tofhew his wit 
Then manifefl his faithfull loue by it 
Much more then this could I lay to his charge 
But time would faile to open all at large : 
Let thisfuffice tofhew his bad intent^ 
And proue that Loue is cleare^ and innocent. 
Thus at the length though late he made an end^ 
And both of us did eameflly attend 
Tofinall iudgement 'Sitzion fhauld awards 
When thusfhegan tofpeake. With due regard 
The matter hath bin heard on either fidcy 
For iudgement you mufi longer time abide. 
The caufe is waightie atid of great import^ 
And fo fhe fmiling did adiome the Court : 
Little auaiVd it then to argue more, 
So I returned in worfe cafe then before. 

F Loue 
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Loue Defdphered. 

LOue and I are now deuided 
Conceit by error was mifguided. 
Alalia hath my loue defpifed. 
*' No man loues, that is aduifed. 
*' Time at length hath trueth dete6ted. 
Loue hath mifs'd, what he expe£led. 
Yet miffing that, which long he sought, 
I haue found, that, I little thought. 
Errors in time may be redreft, 
" The (horteft follies are the beft. 

Loue and Youth are nowe afunder, 
Riofons glorie. Natures wonder. 
My thoughts long bound are now enlaig'd. 
My follies pennance is dicharg'd, 
Thus Time hath <altered my eftate. 
" Ripentance neuer comes too late. 
Ah well I finde that Loue is nought, 
But follie, and an idle thought. 
The difference is twixt Loue and mee. 
That he is blind, and I can fee. 

Loue 
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Lime is hunnie mixt with gall. 

A thraldome free, a freedom thrall. 

A bitter fweet, a pleafant fower. 

Got in an yeare, loft in an hower. 

A PeacefuU warr, a warlike peace, 

Whofe wealth brings want, whofe want, encreafc. 

Full long purfuit, and little gaine. 

Vncertaine pleafure, certaine paine. 

Regard of neither right nor wrong. 

For fliort delights Repentance long. 

Loue is a fickenes of the thought. 
Conceit of pleafure dearely bought. 
A reftleffe pafllion of the minde. 
A Laborinth of errors blinde. 
A fugred po3dbn, faire deceit, 
A baite for fooles, a furious heat, 
A chilling cold, a wondrous paflion. 
Exceeding mans imagination, 
Which none can tell in whole, nor part, 
But onely he, that feeles the fmart. 

F 2 Loue 
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Loue is forrow mixt with gladnefle, 

Feare with hope, and hope with madnefle. 

Long did I loue, but all in vaine» 

I louing was not loued againe, 

For which my hart fuftain'd much woe, 

It fittes not maides to vfe men fo. 

luft defertes are not regarded, 

Neuer loue fo ill rewarded, 

But all is loft, that is not fought 

" Oft witts proued beft, that's deareft bought. 

Wemen were made for mens reliefe 
To comfort, not to caufe their greefe. 
Where moft I merite, leaft I finde. 
No meruaile, fince that loue is blinde. 
Had file bin kind, as fiie was faire. 
My cafe had bin more ftraunge, and rare. 
But wemen loue not by defert, 
Reqfon in them hath weakeft part 
Then hencefoorth let them loue that lift, 
I will beware of Had I wift. 

Thefc 
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Thefe faultes had better bin concealed, 
Then to my fhame abroad reuealed : 
Yet though my youth did thus mifcarrie 
My harmes may make others more wane. 
Loue is but a youthful! iitte, 
And fome men fay it's figne of witte ; 
But he that loues as I haue done, 
So pafle the day and fee no funne : 
Muft chaunge his note, and fing Erraui^ 
Or el|p may chaunce to crie PeccauL 

The longeft day muft haue his night, 
Reafon triumphs in L<mes defpight. 
I follow now Difcretions lore, 
Henceforth to like, but loue no more. 
Then gently pardon what is paft, 
For Loue drawes onward to his laft, 
He walkes (they fay) with wane eie, 
Whose footfteps neuer tread awrie. 
My mufe a better worke intends, 
And heere my louing folly ends. 

F 3 After 
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After long ftormes, and tempeftes paft 
I fee the hauen at the laft, 
Where I muft reft my wearie barke, 
And there vnlade my care, and carke, 
My paines and trauailes long endured, 
And all my wounds muft there be cured. 
Joyes out of date (hall be renued. 
To thinke of perils paft efchued. 
When I shall fit full blith, and iollie, 
And talke of louers, and their folly. 

Then Loue and Folly both adieu. 
Long haue I bin mifled by you. 
Folly may new aduentures try, 
But Reafon faies, that Latie muft die, 
Yea die indeed, although it greeue him, 
For my cold hart cannot releeue him. 
Yet for hir fake, whom once I loued, 
(Though al in vain, as Time hath proued) 
He take the paine, (if fhe confent) 
To write his will and Teftament. 
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Loues laft Will and Teftament. 
JUf Y spirit I bequeath vnto the ayre. 

My bodiejhall vnto the earth repaire. 

My burning brond vnto the Prince of hell^ 
Tincreafe mens paines^ that there in darknes dwell. 
For well I weene aboue, nor vnder ground 
A greater painey then that may not be found. 
Myfweet conceites ofpleafure and delight 
To Erebus, and to eternall night. 
Myjighes, my teares, my paffions, and laments 
Difbruft^ defpaire^ all thefe my hawrely rents. 
With other plagues, that Louers minds enthral 
Vnto Obliuion / bequeath them all. 
My broken bow, andfhaftes I giue to Reafon 
My cruelties, my flights and forged treafon 
To wemenkind, and to their feed for aye. 
To wreake their fpight, and worke poore mens decay, 
Referuing onely for Alciliaes/a:r/ 
Small kindnejfe, and leffe care of louers f mart ; 
Forfhe is from the vulgar fort excepted. 
And hadfhe Philoparthens loue refpe£led. 
Requiting it ivith like affeSlion, 

F4 She 
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She might haue had thepraife of all perfection. 
This done^ If I haue any faith, and troth 
To Philoparthen I ajfigne them both ; 
For vnto him of right they do belong. 
Who truefy louing fuffred too much wrong. 
Txmt Jhalbe fole executor of my will. 
Who may thefe things in order due fulfill. 
To warrant this my Teflament for good^ 
I haue fubf crib' d it with my dying blood. 

And fo he died that all this bale had bred, 
And yet my hart mifdoubts he is not dead 
For fure I feare fliould I AlcUia fpie, 
She might eftfoones reuiue him with hir eie, 
Such power deuine remaineth in hir fight, 
To make him liue againe in deaths difpight 



Thefe 
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Thefe Sonnets following were written by the 
Author after he began to decline from his paf- 
fionate affeSlian & in them heefemeth to pleafe 
himfelfe with defcribing the vanitie of 
loue, the frailtie of beautie, and 
the fower fniites of Re- 
pentance. 



I 

NOw haue I fpun the web of my owne woes 
And laboured long to purchafe my owne loflfe. 
Too late I fee I was beguil'd with fliowes. 
And that, which once feem*d gold, now proues but CM nonfi 
Thus am I both of helpe & hope bereaued ; (droffe-^ ^ 
He neuer tried that neuer was deceiued. nato, 

II 
Once did I loue, but more then once repent, 
When vintage came, my grapes were fower, or rotten. 
Long time in greefe, and penfiue thoughts I fpent. 
And all for that, which Titne hath made forgotten. 
O ftraunge effefls of Timey which once being loft. 
Makes men fecure of that they loued moft. 

G Thus 
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Ill 
Thus baue I long in th'aire of error houer'd. 
And runne my ship vpon Repentance (helfe. 
Trueth hath the vaile of Ignorance vncouer'd 
And made me fee, and feeing know my feife. 
Of former follies now I muft repent, 
And count this work part of my time ill fpent 

nil 

" What thing is Lauel a Tyrant of the mind 

" B^ot by heat of youth, brought forth by floth, 

** Nurfd with vaine thoughts, and changing as the wind 

" A deepe diflembler, void of faith, and troth, 

" Fraught with fond errors, doubts, difpite, difdaine 

'' And all the plagues, that earth and hell containe. 

V 
Like to a man, that wanders all the day, 
Through waies vnknow6 to feek a thing of worth 
And at the night fees he hath gone aftray. 
As neere his end, as when he firil fet forth : 
Such is my cafe, whose hope vntimely croft 
After long errors proues my labour loft. 

Fail'd 
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VI 
Fail'd of that hap, whereto my hope afpired 
Depriu'd of that which might haue bin mine owne. 
Another now muft haue that I defired, 
And things too late by their euents are knowne. 
Thus do wee wish for that cannot be got, 
And when it may then wee r^ard it not. 

VII 

Ingratefull Laue , fmce thou haft plaid thy part, 

Enthralling him, whom Tip$e hath fince made free, 

It refts for me to vfe both wit, and art. 

That of my wrongs I may reuenged bee ; 

And in thofe eies, where firft thou took'ft thy fier. 

Thy felfe flialt periih through my cold defire. 

VIII 
Greeue not thy felfe for that cannot be had, 
And things once curelefle let them carelefle reft, 
Blame not thy fortune, though thou deeme it bad. 
What's paft, and gone, will neuer be redreft. 
The onely helpe for that cannot be gained *' 

Is to forget it might haue bin obtained. '' 

G 2 How 
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IX 

How happy once did I my felfe efteeme^ 
While Loue with hope my fond defire did cherifh 
My ftate as bliflefuU as a Kings did feeme, 
Had I bin Aire my ioyes fhould neuer peiiih. 
The thoughts of men are fed with expe£bition 
" Pleafures themfelues are but imagination. 

X 

Why (hould we hope for that which is to come 
Where the euent is doubtfully and unknowne 
Such fond prefumptions foone receiue their doome, 
When thinges expefted wee count as our owne, 
Whofe iffue oftimes in the end proues nought. 
But hope a fhadow, and an idle thought 

XI. 
In vaine do wee complaine our life is fhort, 
Which wel difpos'd great matters might efre6l, 
While wee our felues in toyes, and idle fport 
Confume the better part without refpe6l, 
And careles, as though time fhould never end it 
Twixt fleepe, and waking, prodigally fpend it. 

Youth- 
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XII 
Youthful! deiire is like the fommer feafon, 
That laftes not long, for winter mud fucceed : 
And fo our paflfions muft giue place to reafon, 
And riper yeares more ripe effeftes muft breed 
Of all the fcede Youth fowed in vaine defires, 
I reaped nought, but thiftles, thomes, & bryers. 

XIII 
To erre, and do amiflfe, is giuen to men by kind. 
Who walkes fo fure, but fometime treads awry ? 
But to continue ftill in errors blind 

Cht nonfa 

A bad and beftial nature doth defcry. mmfaiia 

Who proues not, failes not, & brings nought to end. ^hifaiia 
Who proues and failes, may afterward amend. 

XIIII 
There was but one, and doubtleffe flie the beft. 
Whom I did more, then all the world efteeme. 
She hauing faild I diiauowe the reft, 
For now I finde thinges are not, as they fecme, ** 

Default of that, wherein our will is croft, ** 

Oftimes vnto our good auaileth moft. 

G3 I 
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XV 

Chi va, 6* \ fore like him, who now his land-hope fpent 
buon viag' ^X vnknowne feas failes to the Indian fliore, 
gio. Returning thence no richer then he went. 

Yet cannot much his fortune blame therefore. 
Since who fo ventures forth vpon the Mayne 
Makes a good mart, if he retume againe. 

XVI 
Louers conceites are like a flatring Glafle, 
That makes the lookers fairer then they are, 
Who pleafd in their deceit contented paffe : 
Such one was mine, who thought there was none fair. 
None wittie, modeft, vertuous but (hee, 
Yet now I finde the glaiTe abufed mee. 

XVII 

Adieu fond Loue^ the mother of all error, 
Repleat with hope and feare, with ioy and paine : 
Falfe fier of fancy, full of care and terror. 
Shadow of pleafures, fleeting, (hort, and vaine. 
Die lothed Loue^ receiue thy lateil doome 
Night be thy graue, Obliuion be thy Toome. 

Who 
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XVIII 
Who would be rapt vp into the third heauen 
To fee a world of ilraunge imaginations : 
Who carelefle would leaue all at fix, and feuen 
To wander in a Laborinth of paifions : 
Who would at once all kindes of folly proue : 
When he hath nought to do» then let him loue. 



Nihil agen 
do moQ age 
rediscimus. 



XIX 
What thing is Beautiet Natures deereft minion 
The fnare of youth, like the inconftant moone 
Waxing and waning, error of opinion, 
A mornings flower, that withereth ere noone 
A fwelling fruit, no fooner ripe then rotten. 
Which ficknes makes forlome, and Time forgotten. 
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XX 

The fpring of youth which now is in his prime, 
Winter of Age with hoary froiles (hall nippe, 
Beautie (hal then be made the pray of Time 
And fower remorfe deceitful pleafures whippe. 
Then henceforth let Difcretion rule Defire, 
And ReafoH quench the flame of Cupids fler. 

G4 
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XXI 

what a life was that fometime I led» 

When Lotie with paflions did my peace incumber^ 
While like a man neither aliue nor dead 

1 was rapt from my felfe, as one in flumber, 
Whofe idle fenfes charm'd with fond illufion 

Did nourifh that, which bred their owne confufion. 

XXII 
The child for euer after dreads the fier, 
That once therewith by chaunce his finger burned 
Water of Time diftild doth coole defire, 
And farre he ran (they fay) that neuer turned. 
After long ftormes I fee the port at laft, 
Folly farewell for now my loue is paft. 

XXIII 
Bafe feruile thoughtes of men too much deie6ledy 
That feeke» and crouch, and kneele for wemens grace. 
Of whom your paine, and feruice is negle£led. 
Your felues difpis'd. Riuab before your face. 
The more you fue, the lefTe you fhall obtaine. 
The lefle you win, the more (hall be your gaine. 

In 
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XXIIII 
In looking backe vnto my follies paft, 
While I the prefent with times paft comparei 
And thinke how many howers I then did waft» 
Painting on cloudes, and building in the ayre^ 
I flgh within my felfe^ and fay^ in fadnes 
This thing, which fooles cal Loue is nought but madnes 



XXV 
The thinges wee haue, we moft of all negleAi 
And that we haue not, greedily we craue, 
The things wee may haue, litle we refpeS, 
And ftill we couet, that wee can not haue. 
Yet howfoeVe in our conceit we prife them. 
No fooner gotten, but we ftraight defpife them. 



XXVI 

Who feats his loue vpon a womans will, 
And thinkes thereon to build a happie ftate. 
Shall be deceiu'd, when leaft he thinkes of ill, 
And rue his folly, when it is too late. 
He ploughs on fand, and fowes vpon the wind, 
That hopes for conftant loue in wemenkinde. 

H 
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XXVII 
I will no longer fpend my time in toyes, 
Seeing Loue is error, folly, and offence, 
An idle fitte for fond, and retchleffe boyes, 
Or elfe for men depriu'd of common fenfe. 
Twixt Lunacy^ and Loue thefe ods appeare, 
Th'one makes fooles monthly, th'other all the yeare. 

XXVIII 
While feafon feru'd to fow, my plough lay ftil, 
My graftes vnfet, when others trees did bloome, 
I fpent the fpring in floth, and flept my fill, 
But neuer thought of winters cold to come. 
Till fpring was paft, the fommer wel nigh gone, 
When I awak'd, and faw my harueft none. 

XXIX 

Now Loue fits all alone in black attyre. 
His broken bow, and arrowes lying by him. 
His fier extinA, that whilom fed defire. 
Himfelfe the fcorne of louers, that paffe by him, 
Who this day freely may difport and play. 
For it is Philoparthens holie day. 

Nay 
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XXX 

Nay thinke not Loue with all thy cunning flight 

To catch me once againe. Thou com'ft too late, 

Sterne Induftrie puts Idlenefle to flight, 

And Time hath chaunged both my name and (late. 

Then feek elfewhere for mates, that may befrend thee ^^.^ ^. 

For I am bufie, and cannot attend thee. dbm anus, 

XXXI 

Loofe Idlenefle, the nurfe of fond defire, 

Roote of all ils, that do our youth betide 

That whilom didfl: through loue my wracke confpire, 

I banifli thee, and rather wifli t^abide 

All aufl:ere hardnefle, and continuall paine, 

Then to reuoke thee, or to loue againe. 

XXXII 
The time will come, when looking in a glafle. 
Thy riueled face with forrow thou flialt fee, 
And flghing fay, it is not as it was, 
Thefe cheekes were wont more frefli, & faire to bee. 
But now what once made me fo much admired, 
Is leaft regarded, and of none defired. 

H 2 Though 
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XXXIII 
Though thou be faire, thinke Beauty but a blafl, 
A mornings dewe, a (hadow quickly gon, 
A painted flower, whofe colour will not laft. 
Time fteales away, when leaft we thinke thereon 
Timporisfo* ^^^ pretious time, too waftfully expended, 
lius honefta Of which alone the fparing is commended 

^ft anaritia, 

XXXIIII 
How vaine is Youth, that crofs'd in his defire 
Doth frette and fume, and inwardly repine, 
As though 'gainft heaue it felf he would confpire 
And with his frailtie 'gainft his fate combine. 
Who of it felfe continues conftant ftiU, 
And doth vs good oftimes againfl our wiL 

XXXV 

In prime of Youth when years, & Wit was ripe, 

Vnhappie Will to mine led the way. 

Wit daunc'd about, when Folly gan to pipe, 

And Will, and he together went aftray. 

Nought then but pleafure was the good they fought, 

Which now R^mtance proues too deerely bought. 

He 
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XXXVI 
He that in matters of delight^ and pleafure, 
Can bridle his outrageous aflfeftion, 
And temper it in fome indifferent meafure 
Doth proue him felue a man of good direction. 
In conquering Will true courage moft is fhowne, 
And fweete temptations make mens vertues knowne. 



Eft virtus 
pUtcUis ab 
ftinuijpg 



XXXVII 

Each naturall thing by courfe of kind we fee, 

In his perfection long continueth not 

Fruites once full ripe, will then fall from the tree, 

Or in due time not gathered foone wil rot 

It is decreed by doome of powers deuine, 

Things at their height mull thence againe decline. 

XXXVIII 
Thy large smooth forehead wrinckled (hal appeare, 
Vermilion hue to pale, and wan (hall turne. 
Time (hall deface, what Youth hath held moft deere. 
Yea thofe cleere eies which once my hart did bume 
ShaU in their hollow circles lodge the night, 
And yeeld more caufe of terror, then delight. 

H3 Loe 



Imtidafa 
forum/eri'- 
esfummif" 
quen^atii, 
Stare diu. 
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Quanta 
piace al 
mondOf i 
breue/ogno. 



XXXIX 
Loe heere the record of my follies pail, 
The fruites of wit vnftaid, and bowers mifpent 
Full wife is h^ that perils can forecaft. 
And fo by others harmes his owne preuent 
All worldly pleafure, that delites the fence, 
Is but a ihort fleepe, and times vaine expence. 



XL 
The Sunne hath twife his annuall courfe performed, 
Since firil vnhappie I began to loue, 
Whofe errors now by Reafons rule reformed 
Conceites of loue but fmoake, and fhadowes proue. 
Who of his folly, feekes more praife to win, 
Where I haue made an end let him b^n. 

J. C. 
FINIS. 
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NOTES AND ILLUSTRATIONS. 



Pages* ^ XWtfer, &c., 1. 2, <<iS«/fiffii^' = decline froniy t.^., leave » fidling 

from. ' Philoparthen * leaves his ' Alalia,' gives up his ' love ' 
or foolishness, as he came to regard it ; L 6, *wzUe^^ mider- 
standing or intellect. See on p. 36, L 19 : also in this Letter, 
L 23 ; L 13, ' qffetflions ' = passions — what was 'affected ' and 
intensely sought ; L 14, *in that you loued fuch a one^ &c. ~- 
shows that ' Alcilia ' was a real personality and the ' Louing 
Folly' real — see Introduction. 

„ 4, L 6, ' indifferency ' = impartiality — since deteriorated ; last line, ' Phi' 
lareUs ' — see Introduction. 

„ 5, Author ipfe^ &c. — see Introduction for verse-translation of this by my 
gifted friend the Rev. Richard Wilton, M.A., the poet of 
'* Wood-notes and Church-Bells," &c., &c. 

„ 7, L a, ' fW,' &c. — here and in the sequel, I fill in from the 1619 edi- 
tion ; 1. 7, ' ii» gree^ = French Gr^, good will, liking ; 1. 20^ 
' wrighi ' — a frequent contemporary spelling : but here to agree 
(a common practice at that time) with 'might' See also 
*detter^ in last line of next page : p. 19, xxiv, L 5, zlvii, L 5, 

&C., &C. 

„ 8, 1. 2, ' cenfure ' » judgment — not intended originally to have been pub- 
lished. See Letter, p. 3, 1. 7 (from bottom) ; 1. 5, 'prooue* — 
partly metr. gratia, partly from nearer position of 'examples,' 
the verb is in the plural when now we would have used the 
singular; 1. 6, *no man,^ &c. — a veiy frequent sentiment in 
the love-verse of the period; last 1., "<&i9^» debtor. See 
above on p. 7, 1. 2a 

„ 9, 1. 3, ^doubt^ = fear, fore-feeling; 1. 7, ^rdchUffe* a reckless. So p. 
58,1.3 — 11^/ = ' wanting in ruth or pity'; L 8, 'aimi/2k/' = put 
into a maze or muse, confounded ; 1. 16, in the original pimc- 
tnated simply with a comma after 'greefe'— here and occa- 
sionally to guard against doubtftil meanings or misreading, I 
have added to the punctuation — '/A£f' = probable, seeming, 
about. Dr. Wagner annotates, "t.c., according to the usual 
language of the period, equivalent to likely." 

„ ic^ L 2, '<^^/'— see on p. 9, L 3; L 6^ 'f^'=s resistance —-I have 
not met with this dinunutive elsewhere. 

„ 1 1, Heading — The/e Somts^ && •— see Introduction. 

Stanxall, L l, '^im/'=» assigned; 1. 5, *forthat helachs^-^inihe 

original a mark of interrogation (?) is placed after ' lackes ' by 
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64 Notes and Illustrations, 

mistake, and so ! frequently represents our exclamation (I) 
I have deleted *?* Dr. Wagner rightly annoUtes— "There 
should certainly be no note of interrogation, for thai meaning 
quoniant (inasmuch as). Cf. Sonnet LX." 
Stanza III, 1. 2, ' Which* -^tiM, error for 'What'? 1./., with a comma after 

'cheer' in 1. i : but the ante-cedent may be 'fodain chance/ 
,y VI, L 4, *Jh£nt* = blamed, condemned. 
„ VII, L 5, '»iir0»M' = strange, unknown. 
„ X, L I, Uighilie* ~ easily, readily. 
XI, 1. 6, ' nothing dfe hU ties ' = Argus. 
12, L 5, * feature* = making or thing made. So in Shakespeare, Ben 

Jonson, Sir Robert Chester's Lov^s Martyr, &c., &c. 
XIII, 1. 4, ' bright'fhining ' — I have inserted the hyphen, as the absence 
of a comma shows it was meant for a compound epithet So 
elsewhere. 
„ XIV, L 5, ^ throughly* ^^^ Throughly for thoroughly was used all 
through the seventeenth century. On the other hand we find 
thorough for through in more than one passage " (Dr. Wagner). 

XV, 1. 3. In the original the comma is misplaced after 'bow' instead 
of after 'Straight.' 

XVI, L 3, '^/a^tm'j'^ brightness, Latin ^/ontf; L 5, 'i^' = lest 

XVII, 1. 2, *she wants^* i,i., equivalent to lochs — ^e i& in want of" 
(Dr. Wagner) — caret Scoticism. 

,, XIX, L I, *to ' — "to, would not now be admissible; but the Elizabethan 
writers occasionally use to after mahc** (Dr. Wagner). Cer- 
tainly so do Victorian writers, and with perfect accuracy. 
,, XXI, L 4, *hart* — one queries 'hurt'? But throughout he plays on 
'hart,' f.&, heart, and I have not corrected it Perhaps the 
Reader will smile at my conservatism. But see st xzxi, IL 5-6. 
I just observe Dr. Wagner reads 'hurt.' 
„ XXII, L I, *Lo9tea boy* — another frequent common-place of oontem* 
porary and later love*verse. The legend of St. Christopher 
and the ' Holy Child ' is often accommodated (so to say) to 
love-passions. 
„ XXV, ^ yet to rtfpect me* — "11/ nu rapiciat^ to conceive some regard 
for me " (Dr. Wagner). 
XXVI, 1. 5, *anonc* = anon. 

XXXI, 1. 2, ^proued* = tried or experienced^ a favourite word with 
the Author and his contemporaries. 
„ XXXII, 1. I, '/ati«$^' = painstaking, persevering toiling. 

XXXIII. See Introduction for parallel from SiR Thomas Browns. 
XXXV, 1. 6, 'refpected* = attended to, looked back on. 
XXXVII, 1. 6, *diffembU * = conceal = the silent love of st. zxxv. 
XXXIX. As in the original copy, this sonnet is incorrectly numbered 
xxxviii (thus repeating the numeral), all the following numbers 
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are wrong by one, I have considered myself justified in cor- 
recting the inaccuracy (Dr. Wagner). So have I. 
Stanza XLIII, 1. 3, ' Impt ' = child. Margin: the Corrector reads ' Solilit '— 

I had substituted ' sortit * before I knew this. 
XLV, L 2, *had* — probably a misprint for 'hath.* 
XLVIy L 3, * Laue^* &c. <e it is hatdul for Love to be thus requited ; 1. 
6, *F9r Lnte^ &c. — see p. 8, st. i, 1. 6. 
„ XLVII, L 5, ' wunder '« wonder — so spelled because of 'sunder * (1. 6). 
,, XLVIII, 1. I, ' Chaucer^ -^wt Introduction ; L 6, */ucceffe^ = follow- 
ing, equal, &c. See on p. 33 heading, L 2. 
L^ 1. 5, *For once* «= for once or for- all time. 

LII, L I, */ometimes* ^ some time, ue,, some past time. I have punc- 
tuated comma after *fntiUeffV 
„ LIII. I have deleted comma after * where* (L 2) and *poffeffed* (1. 3); 
Dr. Wagner, 1. 3, would read 'fitte.' 
Llin, 1. I, ^fased^ a poised, peized, Fr. peser. 
LVI, 1. I, */prigges^ — singular verb 'doth* (1. 3) after nom. plural, 
the word 'that' intervening. So Shakespeare, Sir Robert 
Chester j Ac, but see Introduction. 
LVIII, L 2, *coiars*^ lovers wearing their mistress's 'colours ' ; L 4, 
* indeed* — qu., in deed? 
„ LX, L 4, '^/eisf'«blason« 

„ LXII, 1. 5, ' rued* SB lamented, pitied himself for loss of. 
„ LXIII, L 4, '/<^'=enjoy; L 6, *had Iwift'* — a frequent contemporary 
proverbial saying as in Nicholas Breton, Davies of Hereford, 
&C., &C. It cannot here mean 'Had I known*; but it may 
mean what he so frequently complains o( viz., his want of 
determination in declaring his love, his dilly-dallying. See 
next lines. 
Page 33, Heading, 1. 2, 'yi/r^/^'^ successions or happening, with sequel or 

result implied. See on p. 27, st. zlviii, 1. 6; L 8, ^rue*— 
pity, shew 'ruth*; ibid^^ *proued '^expenencedf 9:t frequenter; 
1. 13, ^ Moftf acred* &c. — see Introduction on this line; 1. 16, 
'n5fMw^w/*=rule, governance. 
„ 34, 1. 7, ^ra$e* — a good example that 'rase' did not always equal our 
'erase*; 1. 9, ^pincons* — see Dr. Wagner's Introduction on 
this word, corrected. 
99 35. 1- 2» 'Jlights*=^ sleights. 
99 31^9 !• 7> *indijhvnt*=='impaitial; L 18, 'r^/^/^'s thought of; 1. 19, 

'wt&*«-see Introduction on this line. 
„ 37, L I, 'Mrvr's heiresses; 1. 17, '^<wm^'= judgment ; 1. 21, * repent* 
— metr. gr. as 'refift' on p. 10, 1. 6; last line — I delete 
comma after 'before' and place it after 'preferre.' 
39, 1. 10, * qualified affections* — "^^., every affection attended by a 
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qualification" (Dr. Wagner); L 15, 'f%i9«ri^'= thought upon 

or looked on, as before ; 1. 22, *wUe '= weal : but c£ p. 38, L i. 

Page 40^ 1. 8, * envied* for Snvied is the usual accentuation of the time. Cf. 

"my remarks on Marlowe's Edward II. , acti, sc i" (Dr. 
Wagner) ; 1. 10— I delete comma after sport, and punctuate 
comma after 'they' and 'eameil' — love is a verb and 'eaxneft' 
a noun ; L 15, * fending^ ^ fool, findling =darling. 
„ 43, 1. 12, 'J^Ai/mJ,' &c. B himself 'Reason's glorie,' Alalia, 'Nature's 
wonder'; 1. 14, ^dkhar^d* — "it cannot be decided whether 
dichar^d is for decharged (an unusual form), or a misprint for 
discharged** (Dr. Wagner), 'di' for 'de' is frequent in 
Alcilia, 

44, L 10^ ^witts*^ Witt's, ue,^ wit » wisdom is. 

46, 1. 4, 'rar^'»anzious thoughts, Fr. soud, solicitude, CotgraYe— still 
Sootice and 'carking.' 

49, St. ii, 1. 6, 'y2»vftf'— odd use of the word; st iii, L 3, 'mtZf of 
igmnratut 's the vail which makes me ignorant — nai Ignorance 
personified ; st iiii, 1. 5, *fmd*== foolish ; st. t, last L— see 
Introduction ; st. zziii, IL 5-6 » the more you sue the more 
shall be your gaine 1 st zxv, L 3, ' rejpict*— tlunk of or look 
on, as before; st xxrii, L 3, 'rvfoAA^'s reckless; st sdx, 
1. 6, 'holU ^>'«hoUday— antecedent of 'Who' (L 5) is 
turners'* (1. 4); st zxzi, L 6, '/vtM>iS/'s=call back; st xsdi, 
1. 2, "rriM/«/"!= wrinkled; st xxzvi, 1. 3, ^ind^ffereni* ^ 
impartial, as before; st xl — see Introduction on this stanza 
and on the initials 'J. C.*~^. 
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XXV. ALCILIA. 

Page 15, St. xiii.> * demure^ — in good sense. 

59, sL xxxiL L 2, *r»i«/«/'= wrinkled. See Skeat, j.v., where Cowper 

and Dryden are quoted. 
33 ff. — ^This poem is imitated from the French of Des Fortes ; but all the 
directly personal part (beginning " Where he alledgeth " on p. 
37, and down to the end of Love's speech) has no representa- 
tive in the French. With r^[ard to the parallel to Religio 
Medici^ it was inevitably recalled, but perhaps Sir Thomas 
Browne had rather seen Alcilia than Montaigne. I am 
ignorant of the exact nature of Paracelsus' plan for producing 
man» also referred to by the commentators on Religio Medici, 
Hippolytus, in Euripides^ wishes that we could deposit a good 
round sum of money in the temple of Zeus and receive the 
value of it in children. 

I am (in a good sense) gratefully proud to be able to add 
here the following poem by ALGERNON C. SWINBURNE 

("Studies in Song," 1880);— 

THE RESURRECTION OF ALCILIA. 
(Gratefully inscribed to Dr. A. B. Grosart.) 
Sweet song-flower of the Mayspring of our song, 

Be welcome to us, with loving thanks and praise 

To his good hand who travelling on strange ways 
Found thee forlorn and fragrant, lain along 
Beneath dead leaves that many a winter's wrong 

Had rained and heaped through nigh three centuries* maze 

Above thy Maybloom, hiding from our gaze 
The life that in thy leaves lay sweet and strong. 
For thine have life, while many above thine head 
Piled by the wind be blossomless and dead. 

So now disburdened of such load above, 
That lay as death's own dust upon thee shed, 

By day too deaf to hear thee like a dove 

Murmuring, we hear thee, bird of flower and love. — (pp. 133-4.) 

One or two from whom better things might have been 

expected begrudged me this tribute, and rushed 'into print' 

to announce that Dr. Wagner had preceded me (in 1875) — 

with fine ingenuousness concealing that, over and over, in 

my Introduction, I have given the German his deserved 

(though critical) praise for what he had done. Of course 

Mr. Swinburne had in his thought the 'resurrection' for 

" our eyes " in England. 

(76) 



